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A Uy Vil-jrSkllOiiJVlll.XN 1. 

TTimay not be improper to acquaint the Reader 

• i^o whofc hand this compilation may fall, 
that > it 18 made for the ufe of a Congregation 
wlSch hitherto ufed the Vcrfion of Sternhold and 
Api^nsm As a defire of difcontinuing the Old VeF- 
fi^o wa« pretty general, nothing prevented its re» 
V^ral but the different opinions which prevailed re« 
fpe^ng the heft of fucceeding ones. On comparing 
fii^eral of thefe together*, an idea was fuggefted 
of .iCeledting from each Verfion, fuch parts as had an 
evident fuperiority : but as Excellence, wherever 
obferved, was the profeffed objed of fuch afek£tionp 
thbfe fingle Pfalms which had been happily tranf- 
wed or paraph rafed by eminent Hands f, becano^, 
ai far as they could be fiing to familiar tunes. 
Invaluable acquifition. 

' At the requeft of fome very refpe6table Charac- 
ters who have long wifhed for a fcledion of this 
fort— concife, evangelic, and devotional— it is here 
attempted. 

With this view, fuch Pfalms as principally relate 
to the concerns of the Jewifli State and Nation are 
abridged : thofe more generally intcreillng, appear 
in different metres: the vcrfes of the 119th fland 
colledted under diflin6t. heads ; and part of Mr# 
Merrick\ Paraphrafe is divided into flanzas. 

The alterations which have been made in order to 
improve the fenfe or connexion of a few paffages ; 
or to reduce two or three uaufual metres to the 

• At thofe by Dtntamt ASlhounut Tate and BrMdy^ Smarts Merrick^ Jral«% 
&c. to the diftingullhed excellence of which Iaft-meatiOQe4 Verfion tUi work 
aaads deepl/ iodebced. 

\ t Suth M mUmt Mdi[%nt iL»w% TMttt iUtUy 9bu 
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forms here employed, fcarcely deferve noticed Ibtt 
it may atlbrd fomc fatisfiiction to the iinfcrel7 
f!')iis 11 nd unprcjuJ'jcd Waiiliippcr to obrcivejltkifc 
while an arteiiti-Jii to the uicderstanding, in fi3 
incy, " /.urs fo!i\fht out not only accepahJe 'iv»rds 
%v?Dr^s of /;•/.''/.'',"— dut in v^j.ifliinjr pljin Chrift& 
iMty ^rom inventions and refaicmcnts andeiiC'y||^ *' 
modern : — and while an carnert dcfire of ejigaginjl 
the Hi ART has led to as frequent a ufc -of ihk 
Vcrnoiis beft fuitcd to enkindle, and to exprcfa^ its 
devotional aftVctlons ; c.irc iu taken throun;ho\|t to 
avoid ihofe Pecuiiarities which difiinguifii any Sedtj* 

... i Vi 

By introducing- different metres of the fame Pfalin- 

confidc ruble fcopc ii af:lril?d, n'Jt only to the mufi&l 
Compor^r, but to thnt variety of illufiration by whi^ 
m.my of theie Divine S.i;i.;f arc exhibited in thev 
more comorchcnr.ve and c::'ilted feme. "Writer^. ' 
\v!u) have fucccf.- fully in.ltated t!;e fuMiinity and 
'bv.u'.:y of the l\ii:T, m.^y cccilionall/ un'tc with 
oihoi":', \\'\\:> (-flicuiiiij us a )\t /.':ore :\vc\.'J./ji <-j)ay 
\ry xVc ll^ht an.l ::iilliority of the New 'J'e(v;:ment) 
have i;nvei!ed the Proihilt, di:'pl-.iycd h'.s evange- 
lical Views, entered into his Spirit and Ex^ieiience, , 
"aud adapted both to the fcrvice of the Chrifdaa \ 
Chhrch. 

Should this Attempt prove, in the Divine Hand, a 
'humble mean of allifcing the Priv:;tc Mcditalicna 
of thofe for v/hofe life it \r'\z more imm.:di:;t.ly in- 
tended, or of improving that nobl'-ll: p.^t of their 
Public Worihip, Praise, its defiga will be fully 
accompliflied. 
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PSALM I. Metre i. 

APPY the Man, whofe cautious Feet 
Shun the broad Way that Sinners go ; 
Who hates rhe Place where Atheifts meet. 
And fears to talk as Scoffers do. 

9 He loves t' employ his Morning-I jght 
Among the Statutes of the Lord ; 
And fpends the wakeful Hours of Night 
With Pleafure pond'ring o'er his Word, 

3 He, like a Plant by gentle Streams, 
Shall flourifh in immortal Green : 

And Hcav'n will (hine witrh kindefl Beams 
On ev'ry Work his Hands begin. 

4 But Sinners find their Counfels crofl ; 
As ChaflF before the Tempeft flies. 

So fliall their Hopes be blown and lof!*. 
When the lafl Trumpet fhakes the Skies. 

5 In vain the Rebel fceks to fland 

In Judgment with the pious Race; 

The dreadful Judge with ftern Command 

Divides him 'to a difPrent Place. 

•6 " Strait is the Way my Saints have trod, 
" I blefl the -Path, and drew it plain ; 
*• But you would f hoofe the crooked Road j 
^' Aud down it leads to endlefs P^itvJ* 
B 



( 2 ) 
PSALM I. Metre iu 

I /^ How bleft the Man, whofe Ear 
\y Impious CouHfel ihuns to hear ; 
Who nor loves, nor treads the Way, 
Where the Sons of Folly ftray : 

a Bxit poffefs'd with facred Awe, 
Meditates, great God, thy Law; 
This by Day his fix'd Employ, 
This by Night his conftant Joy. 

3 Like the Tree that, taught to grow 
Where the Streams refrefhrng flow. 
He his fruitful Branch fliall fpread, 
Profp'rous, he no Leaf Ihall flied. 

4 See, ah ! fee a difPrent Fate 
God's obdurate Foes await ; 

See them, to his Wrath confign'd. 
Fly like Chaff' before the Wind. 

5 When thy Judge, O Earth, fliall come, 
And to each aflign his Doom ; 

Say, fhall then the impious Band 
With the Juft aflembled ftand } 

6 Thefe tV Almighty, thefe alone, 
Objefts of his Love fliall own ; 
While his Vengeance who defy 
WhelmM in endlefs Ruin lie. 

PSALM n. Metre i. 

X WT H V' did the Gentiles rage, 
V V And Jews with one Accord 
Bend all their Counfels, to deftroy 
Th* Aoointed of the LoRP ? 



PSALM IL 

2 Rulers and Kings agree 
To form a vain Defign ; 

Againft the Lord their PowVs unite, 
Againft his Christ they join. 

3 The Lord derides their Rage, 
And will fupport his Throne ; 

He that hath rais'd Him from the Dead, 
Hath own'd Him for his Son« 

4 Now He*s afcended high. 
And afks to rule the Earth ; 

The Merit of his Blood He pleads, 
And pleads his heav'nly Birth* 

5 He aflcs, and God bellows 
A large Inheritance ; 

Far as the World's remoteft Ends 
His Kingdom fhall advsuice* 

6 The Nations that rebel, 
Muft feel his Iron Rod ; 

He'll vindicate thofe Honours well 
Which He receiv'd from God, 

7 Be wife, ve Rulers, now. 
And wormip at his Throne ; 
With trembling Joy, ye People, bow 
To God's exalted Son, 

? If once his Wrath arife. 
Ye perifli on the Place ; 
Then blefled is tlie Soul that flies ' 
For Refuge to his Grace. 



( 4 ) 

PSA L.M II. Metre ii. 

1 TX7 H Y did the Nations join to flay 
V V The Lord's Anointed Son ? 
Why did they caft his Laws away, 
* And tread his Gofpel down ? 

14 The Lord that fits above the Skies, 
Derides their Rage below, 
He fpeaks with Vengeance ia his Eyes, 
And ftrikes their Spirits through. 

3 " I call Him my Eternal Son, 

*' And raife Him from the Dead ; 

** I make my holy Hill his Throne, 

** And wide his Kingdom fpread. 

4 " Alkme, my Son, and then enjoy 

" The utnxofl: Heathen Lands : 
" Thy Rod of Iron fhall deftroy 
« The Rebel that withftands.'* 

5 Be wife, ye Rulers of the Earth, 

Obey tlv Anointed Lord, 
Adore the King of heav'niy Birth, 
And tremble at his Word. 

6 With humble Love addrefs his Throne ; 

For if He frown, ye die : 
Thofe are fecure, and thofe alone 
Who on his Grace rely. 

PSALM m. Metre i. 

1 \ T Y God, bow many are my Fears i 
XSjL How faft my Foes increafe ! 
Confpiring my eternal Death 

^ They bxesk my prefent Peace* > 



PSALM III. 

2 But Thou, my Glory and my Strength, 

Shalt on the Tempter tread, 
Shalt filence all my threatning Guilt, 
And raife my drooping Head. 

3 I cry'd ; and from his Jioly Hill 

He bowM a lift'ning Ear : 
I call'd my Father and my God, 
And he fubdu'd my Fear* 

4 He flied foft Slumbers on mine Eycg, 

In fpite of all my Foes ; 
I 'woke and wondered at the Grace 
That guarded my Repofe. 

5 What though the Hofts of Death and Hell 

All armM againft me ftood, 
Terrors no more fhall {hake my Soul ; 
My Refuge is my God. 

6 Arife, O Lord, fulfil thy Grace, 

While I thy Glory fing : 
My God has broke the Serpent's Teeth, 
And Death has lofl his Sting. 

7 Salvation to the Lord belongs ; 

His Arm alone can fave': 
BleiEngs attend thy People here, 
And reach beyond the Grave. 

PSALM III. Metre ii. 

* /^ Lord, how many are my Foes 

V^ In this weak State of Flelh and Bbod ? 
My Peace they daily difcompofe ; 
But my Defence and Hope is God. 



6 P S A L M IIL 

2 Tir'd with the Burdens of the T)ay, . 
To Thee I raisM an Evening Cry ; 
Thou heard'ft when I began to pray. 
And thine Almighty Help was nigh. 

3 Supported by thine heav'nly Aid, 
I laid me down and flept fecure ; 

Not Death could make my Heart afrai<^ 
Though I fhould wake and rife no more. 

4 My God fuftain'd me all the Night ; 
Salvation doth to God belong-: 

He rais'd my Head to fee the Light, 
And make his Praife my Morning Song. 

PSALM IV. Metre U 

X T O RD, Thou wilt hear me when 1 pray ; 
JL^J I am for ever thine ; 
I fear before Thee all the Day, 
Nor would I dare to fin. 

2 And while T reft my weary Head 

From Cares and Bufinefs free, 
'Tis fweet converfing on my Bed 
With my own Heart and Thee. 

3 I pay this Evening Sacrifice j 

And when my Work is done, 
Great God, my Faith and Hope relies 
Upon thy Grace alone. 

4 Thus with my Thoughts composed to Peace, 

ril give mine Eyes to fleep ; 
Thy Hand in Safety keeps my Days, 
And will my Slunabers keep. 
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PSALM IV. Metre ii. 

r /^ God of Grace and Righteoufnefs, 
V-/ Hear and attend when I complain ; 
Thou haft enlarg'd me in Diftrefs, 
Bow down a gracious Ear again. 

a Ye Sons of Men, in vain ye try- 
To turn my Glory into Shame ; 
How long will Scoffers love to lie, 
And dare reproach my Saviour's Name ? 

3 Know that the Lord divides his Saints 
From all the Tribes of Men befide ; 
He hears the Cry of Penitents, 

For the dear Sake of Christ who dy'd. 

4 When our obedient Hands have done 
A thoufand Works of Righteoufnefs, 
We put our Truft in God alone. 
And glory in his pard'ning Grace. 

5 Let th' unthinking Many fay, 

** fVho will beftavjfome earthly Gtiodf* 
But Lord, thy Light and Love we pray, 
Our Souls defire this heav'nly Food. 

6 Then fhall my chearful Powers rejoice 
At Grace and Favours fo divine ; 
Nor will I change my happy Choice^ 
For all their Corn and all their Wine. 

P S A -L M V. 

I T OR D, in the Morning ThoCi fliak hear 
J—/ My Voice afcending high : ' 
To Thee will I dire<a my Pray'r, 
To Thee lift up mine Eye, 



8 P S A L M V. 

a Up to the Hilk where Chuist is gone 
To plead for all his Saints, 
Pjefenting at his Father's Throne, 
Our Songs and our Complaints. 

3 Thou art a God, before whofe Sight 

The Wicked fhall not ftand ; 

Sinners fhall ne'er be thy Delight, 

Nor dwell at thy right Hand. 

4 But to thy Houfe will I refort. 

To tafte thy Mercies there ; 
I will frequent thine holy Court, 
And worfhip in thy Fear. 

5 O may thy Spirit guide my Feet 

In Ways of Righteoufnefs ! 

Make ev'r jr Path of Duty ftrait 

And plain before my Face. 

6 T,he Men that love and fear thy Name 

Shall fee their Hopes fulfill'd ; 
The mighty God will compafs them 
With Favour as a Shield. 

PSALM VI. Metrq u 

1 TN Mercy, not in Wrath rebuke 
X Thy feeble Worm, my God ; 
My Spirit dreads thine angry Look, 

And trembles at thy Rod. 

2 Have Mercy,' Lord, for I am weak, 

Regard my heavy Groans ; 
O let thy Voice of Comfort fpeak - 
And heal my broken Bones. 



PSALM VI. 

3 My Soul quite faints, but, Lord, how long 

Shall I no Anfwer have ? 
O turn and free my Soul from Wrong, 
My Soul in Mercy fave. 

4 Return, and fliew thy PowV to fave 

And fpare my fainting Breath ; 
For who can praife Thee in the Grave ? 
Or fmg thy Name in Death ? 

5 All Night my reftlefs Bed with Tears, 

With Tears my Couch o'er-flows ; 
My Sight quite dim with Age appears, 
Through my prevailing Foes, 

6 But lience ye Enemies depart. 

Nor tempt me to defpair ; 
My Saviour comes to chear my Heart, 
The Lord hath heard my PrayV. 

PSALM VL Metre ii. 

1 /^ Spare me. Lord, nor o'er my Head 
V>/ The Fiilnefs of thy Vengeance fhed* 
With pitying Eye my Weaknefs view, 
Heal my vex'd Soul, my Strength renew. 
Permit my Pains, their Bounds to know 
And fix a Period to my Woe. 

2 Return, great God, return and fave 
Thy Servant from the greedy Grave : 
Shall Death's long-filent Tongue, O fay. 
The Records of thy Pow'r dilplay ? 

Or pale Corruption s ftartled Ear 
Thy Praife within its Prifon hear ? 
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lo P S A L M VI. 

3 By Languor, Grief and Care opprefe'd. 
While Groans perpetual heave my Breaft, 
And Tears in large Profufion flied, 
Inceffant lave my fleeplefs Bed ; 

My Life, though yet in mid Career, 
Beholds the Winter j>f its Year. 

4 Hence ye Prqfane^: — My Saviour hear? ; 
While yet I fpeak, he wipes my Tears ; 
Accepts my Pray'r and bids each Foe 
With Shame, their vain .Attempts forego, 
And, ftruck with Horror from on high. 

In wild Diforder backward fly. 



PSALM VII, 

1 ^"\ Save me, LoRp, and to my Foes 

- V-^ Do Thou (in Thee I truft) oppofe 
Thy Pow'r ; and let the Arm divine 
Stretched in my Caufe, befpeak me thine, 

2 My God, if Truth their Cenfure guide. 
If Guift be in my Fafts defcried, ' 
Low in the Duft my Life be laid. 

And Earth's dark Womb my Glory fliade, 

3 Rife, mightieft Lord, triumphant rife, 
O'er each whofe Hand thy Pow'r defies ; 
Afcend thy Throne, great God, again, 
And vindicate thy Ways to Men. 

4,0 Thou whofe ftriftly fearching Eye 
The Heart and inmoft Reins can try j 
Sin's baneful Growth do Thou control. 
And guard from 111 the upright SouU 



p s A L M vn. ir 

5 Th' impartial Judge, whofe Eyes each Day 
Caft Q*er the Earth their ftrift Survey : 

To Him, my Soul, for Help repair, 
He makes the faithful Heart his Care* 

6 If Man his Law refufe to know. 

He whets his Sword, He bends his Bow, 
And points with Fire the winged Dart 
Ordain'd to pierce th' Oppreflor's Heart. 

7 Thy Truth, O Lord, fliall on my Breaft 
In fweet Remembrance ftand impreft ; 
With grateful Joy my Heart infpire. 

And wake to cealelels Praife my Lyre. 

PSALM VIIL Metre i. 

1 /^ Lord, our God, how wond'rous great 
V-/ Is thine exalted Name ; 

The Glories of thy heav*nly State 
Let Men and Babes proclaim. 

2 When I behold thy Works on high. 

The Moon that rules the Night, 

And Stars that well adorn the Sky, 

Thofe moving Worlds of Light : 

3 Lord, what is Man, or all his Race^ 

Who dwells fo far below. 
That Thou flioidd'ft vHit him with Grace, 
And love his Nature fo ! 

4 That thy eternal Son fhoutd bear 

To take a mortal Form, 
Made lower than his Angels are^ 
Tq fare a dying Wprm ! • 



I 



/ 



Framt 
ame ! 



12 PSALM yiir. 

5 Let Him he crown'd with Majcfty, 
Who bow'd his Head to Death : 

And be his Honours founded high, 
By all Things that have Breath. 

6 Jesus, our Lord, how wondrous great 
Is tl)ine exalted Name ! 

The Glories of thy heav'nly Slate 
Let the whole Earth proclaim, 

PSALM VIIL Metre ii. 

1 TMmort AL King ! through Earth's wide 
X How great thy Honour, Praife, and N 
From Infants ThbU canft ftrength upraife. 
And form their lifping Tongues to praife. 

2 When, rapt in Thought, with wakeful Eye 
I view the Wonders of the Sky ; 
Whofe Frame thy Fingers o'er our Head 

, In rich Magnificence have fpread : 

3 The fJent Moon, with waxing Horn, 
Along th' etherial Region borne ; 
The Stars, vyith vivid Luftre crown'd. 
That nightly walk their dejftin'd Round. 

4 Lord ! vvhat is Man, that in thy Care 
His humble Lot Ihould find a Share ! 
Or wbj^t the Son of Man that Thou, 
Thus to his Wants, thine Ear Ihould'ft bow } 



5 His Rank awhile, by thy Decree, 

Th' angelic Tribes beneath them fee^ 
Till round him thy imparted Rays 
With unextinguilh'd Clorv blaze. 



P S A L M IX. 13 

6 Immortal King! through Earth's wide Frame 
How great thy Honour, Praife, and Name ! 
Whofe Reign o'er diftant Worlds extends, 
Whofe Glory Hcav'ns vaft Height tranfcends. 

PSALM IX. 

I 'T^ O celchratc thy Praife, O Lord, 
Jl I wi 1 my Heart prepare ; 
To all the lift'ning World thy Works, 
Thy wondrous Works declare. 

a The Thought of them fhall to my Soul 
Exalted Pleafures bring ; 
Whilft to thy Name, O Thou Most High, 
Triumphant Praife I fing. 

3 God is a conftant, fure Defence 

Again ft oppreiTmg Rage ; 
As Troubles rife, his needful Aids 
In our Behalf engage. 

4 All thofe who have his Goodnefs prov'd 

Will on his Truth confide ; 
Whofe Mercy ne'er forfook the Man 
That on his Help rely'd. 

5 Sing Praifcs therefore to the Lord, 

From Si on his Abode, 
Proclaim his Deeds, till all the World 
Confefs no other God. 

P S A L M X. 

I T T 7 H Y doth the Lord ftand off fo far ? 
W And why conceal his Face, ^ 

When great Calamities appear, 

And Times of deep Diftrefs i '« 



H PSALM X. 

2 Lord/ fliall thh Wicked ftill deride 

Thy Juftice and thy Pow'r ? 
Shall they advance their Heads in Pride, 
And ftUl thy Saints devour ? 

3 They put thy Judgments from their Sight, ^ 

And then infult the Poor ; 
They boaft in their exalted Height, 
That they /hall fall no more. 

4 Arife, O God, lift up thine Hand, 

Attend our humble Cry ; 
No Enemy fliali dare to Itand 
When God afcends on High. 

5 Thou wilt prepare our Hearts to pray, 

And caufe thine Ear to hear ; 

He hearkens what his Children fay, 

And puts the World in Fear. 

6 Proud Tyrants fhall no more opprefs, 

No more defpife the Juft ; 
And mighty Sinners fhall confefe 
They are but Earth and Duft. 

PSALM XI. 

I Ti/i Y Refuge is the God of Love ; 
JLVX Why do my Foes infult and cry 
*^ Fly like a tim'rous trembling Dove ; 
<« To diftant Woods or Mountains fly .>" 

a If Government be all deftroyM, 
'*'(That firm Foundation of our Peace) 
And Violence make Juftice void. 
Where ihall the Righteous fcdk Redrefs ? 



PSALM XI. 15 

3 The Lord in Heav'n has fixM his Throne ; 
His Eyes furvey the World below : 

To Him all mortal Things are known ; 
His Eyelids fearch our Spirits through. 

4 If He afflifts his Saints fo far. 

To prove their Love, and try their Grace, 
What may the-bold Tranfgreflbrs fear? 
His very Soul abhors their Ways. 

5 The righteous Lord loves righteous Souls, 
Whofe Thoughts and Aftions are fincere ; 
And with a gracious Eye beholds 

The Men that his own Image bear. 

PSALM XII. 

I /^ Help me, Lord, for few I fee, 
V>/ Whofe Afts conform to thy Decree ; 
New Arts of Fraud eafch Heart has known 
And fpeaks a Language not its own ; 
But God with Vengeance arm'd fhall rife. 
And fcourg^ the Tongues of Pride and Liea; 

Z " Enough (th' eternal Sire has cried) 
'^ Enough my fufPring Saints have figh'd, 
<* To Me dilclos'd their ceafelefs Fear, 
** And pour'd their Sorrows in mine Ear : 
*^ My Hand fhall fee their Wrongs redreft^ 
«* And footh to Peace their troubled Breaft**' 

3 Pure are thy Words, Almighty Lord, 
A? Silver ott by Fire explor'd : 
Thy Love each fruitful Heart Avail fhare, 
Ana Joy in thy protecSting Care 
Unmov d ; though Wrongs the Earth o'erfpttadi^ 
And Vice triumphant lifts its Head. 



( Ifr ) 

PSALM XIII. 

1 TTOW long wilt thou conceal thy Face ? 
XA My God, how long delay ? 
When (hall I feel thofe heav'nly Rays 

That chafe my Fears away ? 

2 How long fliall my poor lah'ring Soul 

Wreftle and toil in vain ? 
Thy Word can all my Foes control, 
And eafe my raging Pain. 

3 See how the Prince of Darknefs tries 

All his malicious Arts, 
He fpreads a Mift around my Eyes, 
And throws his fiery Darts'. 

4 Be Thou my Sun, be Thou my Sliield, 

My Soul in Safety keep ; 
Make hafte before mine Eyes are feal'd 
In Death's eternal Sleep. 

5 Shice I have always plac'd my Truft 

Beneath thy Mercy's Wing, 
Thy faving Health will come, and then 
My Heart with Joy Ihall fpring. 

6 Thou wilt difplay that fov'reign Grace 

Where all my Hopes have hung ; 
I fhall employ my Lips in Praife, 
And Via'ry fliall be fung. 

PSALM XV. 

I T O R D, who's the happy Man that may 
J ^ To thy bleft Courts repair? 
J^ot Stranger like, to vifit them^ 
But to inhabit there ? 
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2 The Man who walks in pious Ways, 

And works with righteous Hands ; 
Who trufts his Maker's Promifes, 
And follows his Commands, 

3 He fpeaks the Meaning of his Heart, 

Nor flanders with his Tongue ; 
Will fcarce believe an ill Report, ^ 

Nor do his Neighbour Wrong, 

4 Who Vice, in all its Pomp and Pow'r 

Can treat with juft Negleft ; 
And Piety, though cloatnd in Rags,i 

Religioufly refpedl. , 

5 Who on his plighted Vows and Truft 

Has ever firmly flood ; 
And tho' he promife to his Lofs, 
He makes his Promife good. 

6 Whofe Hands difdain a golden Bribe, 

And never gripe the Poor ; 
This Man when Earth's Foundation fiiakes 
Shall fland with God fecurc. 

PSALM XVI. 

I TJ RESERVE me, Lord, in Time of Need, 
JL For Succour to thy Throne I flee. 
But have no Merits there to plead ; 
My Goodnefs cannot reach to Thee. 

a Oft have my Heart and Tongue confcft 
How empty and how poor I am ; 
My Praiie can never make Thee bleft. 
Nor add new Glories to thy Name. 
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3 Yet, Lord, thy Saints on Earth may reaj^^ 
Some Profit by the Good we do ; 

Thefe are the Company I keep, 
Thefe are the choiceft Friends I know* 

4 Let others chufe the Sons of Mirth 
To give a Relifh to their Wine ; 

I love the Men of heav'nly Birth, 

Whof<^ Thoughts and Language are divine. 

P A RH IL 

5 HOW fall their Guilt and Sorrows rife, 
Who hafte to feek fome Idol-God ? 

I will not lafte their Sacrifice, 
Their OflPrii^s of forbidden Blood. 

6 My God provides a richer Cup, 
And nobler Food tso live upon ; 
He for my Life has ofifer*d up 
Jesus his beft beloved Son. 

7 His Love is my perpetual Feaft; 

By Day his Counfels guide me right : 
And be his Name for ever bleft. 
Who gives me fweet Advice by Night. 

8 I fet Him ftiH before mine Eyes ; 

At my right Hand He ftands, prepar'd 
To keep my Soul from all Surprife, 
And be my everlafting Gaard. 

p J RT m. 

5( WHEN God is nigh, my Faith is ftrong. 
His Arm is my Almighty Vrop : 
Be glad, my Heart, rejoice my Tongue, 
My dying Flelh ftiall reft in Hope. 
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10 Tho' in the Duft I lay my Head, 
Yet, gracious God, Thou wilt not leave 
My Soul for ever with the Dead, 
Nor lofe thy Children in the Grave, 

1 1 My Fle(h fliall thy firft Call obey. 
Shake off the Duft, and rife on high ; 
Then fhalt Thou lead the wondrous Way 
Up to thy Throne above the Sky. 

12 There Streams of endlefs Pleafure flow; 
And full Difcov'ries of thy Grace 
(Which we but tailed here below) 
Spread heavenly Joys thro* aU the Place, 



PSALM XVIL Metre k 

I A RISE, my gracious God, 
S\ Aik! make the Wicked flee ; 
They are but thy chaftifing Rod, 
To drive thy Saints to Thee. 

Behold the Sinner dies. 
His haughty Words are vain ; 
Here in this Life his Pleafure lies,^ 
And all beyond is Pain. 

3 Then let his Pride advance. 
And boaft of all his Store ; 

The Lord is my Inheritance, 
My Soul can wifti no more. 

4 I fliall behold the Face 
Of my forgiving God ; 

And ftand compleat in Righteoufnefs^ 
Wafli'd in my Saviour's Blood* 
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5 There's a new Heav'n begun 
When I awake from Death, 
Dreft in the Likenefs of thy Son, 
And draw immortal Breath. 

PSALM XVII. Metre ii. 

f T ORD, I am thine, but Thou wilt prove' 
1 ^ My Faith, my Patience, and my Love : 
When Men of Spite agaioft me join, 
They arc the Sword, the Hand is thine. 

2 Their Hope and Portion lie below ;. 
'Tis all the Happinefs they know, 

'Tis all they feek ; they take their Shares^ 
And leave the reft among their Heirs% 

3 What Sinners value, I refign ; 

Lord, 'tis enough that Thou art mine : 
I fhall behold thy blifsful Face, 
And ftand compleat in Righteoufnefs. 

4 This Life's a Dream, an empty Show; 
But the bright World, to which I go, 
Hath Joys fubftantial and fincere ; 
When fhall I wake, and find me there } 

5 O glorious Hour! O bleft Abode ! 
I fhall be near, and like my God ! 
And Flefli and Sin no more control ^ 
The facred Pleafures of the Soul. 

6 My Flefh fhall flumber in the Ground, 
'Till the laft Trumpet's joyful Sound ; 
Then burft the Chains with fweet Surprize, 
And in my Saviour's Image rift. 
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BLEST Object of my Soul's Defire, 
On Thee my ftedfaft Hope I huM ; 
To Thee my grateful Thoughts afpire ; 
My God, my Rest, my Rock, my Shield^ 

To Thee myTow^R, my Strength, I'll pray ; 
What Foe mall then my Terror raife ? 
What Bands combin'd my Heart difmay 
While thus I pay my Debt of Praife ? 

Death arm'd with Terrors, Hell with Woes, 
Around me caft their difmal Shade ; 
While Floods of high Temptations rofe. 
And made my finking Soul afraid. 

To Heav'n I made my mournful Prayer ; 
To God addrefs'd my humble Moan ; 
He gracioufly inclin'd his Ear, 
And heard me from his lofty Throne* 

P J R T II. 

WHEN God arofe my Part to take. 
The Gonfcious Earth was ftruck with Fear ; 
The Hills did at his Prefence fhake. 
Nor could his dreadful Fury bear. 

Thick Clouds of Smoke difperft abroad, 
Enfigns of Wrath before him came ; 
Devouring Fire around Him glow'd. 
That Coals were kindled at its Fkime, 

He left the beauteous Realms of Light, 
Whilft Heav'n bowM down its awful Head, 
Beneath his Feet fubftantial Night 
Was like a fable Carpet fpread. 
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8 The Chariot of the King of Kings 
Which a6live Troops of Angels drew. 
On a ftrong Teitipeft's rapid Wings, 
With moft amazing Swiftnefs fleW. 

^ Black wat'ry Mifts and Clouds confpir'd 
With thickeft Shades his Face to veil ; 
But at his Brightnefs foon retired. 
And fell in Show'rs of Fire and HaiL 

40 Thro' Heav'ns wide Arch a thundering Peal, 
God's angry Voice did loudly roar ; 
While Eartli's fad Face with Heaps of Hailj^ 
And Flakes of Fire was cov^r'd o'er. 



PART III. 

II GREAT God, when thy fierce Fury ftoitn'c 
Diftrafted Nature trembling lay ; 
And the unfathom'd Deep, deform'd 
Through horrid Ruptures, felt the Day. 

«2 The Seas old Parent -Springs appear'd, 
And the great World's Foundations torn"} 
The tott'ring Hills their Dooms*-day fear'4 
By thy impetuous Wrath o'erbome, 

13 To me yet was his Love engag'd. 
His Brow with fofter Glory fhin'd ; 
He fav'd me from the Gulphs enrag'd 
And all the greedy Floods combin'it. 

:f 4 His gracious Arm ftill refcues me 
From all my Foes infulting Hate ; 
That Arm, which me alone can free^ 
J^nd their prevailing Forc€ abate. 
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' «5 Their Rage my faddeft Moments watch'd. 
But God was then my Guard, my Stay ; 
He lov*d, He lov'd my Soul, and fnatch'd 
From hungry Jaws the fainting Prey, 

p J R r IV. 

46 J U ST are thy Ways, and true thy Word, 
Great Rock or my fecure Abode : 
Who is a God befide the Lord ? 
Or Where's a Refuge like our God ? 

17 *Tis He that girds me with his Mighty 
Gives me his holy Sword to wield : 
And while with Sin and Hell I fight. 
Spreads his Salvation for my Shield. 

%S He lives, (and blelTed be my Rock) 
The God of my Salvation lives : 
The dark Defigns of Hell are broke ; 
Sweet is the Peace my Father gives, 

19 Before the Scoffers of the Age, 

I will exalt my Father's Name ; 
Nor tremble at their mighty Rage, 
But meet Reproach, and bear the Shame, 

20 To David and his royal Seed 
Thy Grace for ever Ihall extend : 

Thy Love to Saints in Christ their Head;^ 
Knows not a Limit, nor an End. 

PSALM XIX. Metre k 

I TIEHOLD the lofty Sky 
JD Declares its Maker Go 



; 



God, 

And all his Starry Works on high 
Proclaim bia Fower abroad. 
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2 The Darknefs and the Light 

Still keep their Courfe the fame ; 
While Night to Day, and Day to Night 
Divinely teach his Name. 

3 In every difierent Land 

Their general Voice is known ; 
They fhew the Wonders of his Hand, 
And Orders of his Throne. 

4 His Laws are juft and pure, 

His Truth without Deceit, 
His Promifes for ever fure. 
And his Rewards are great. 

5 Not Honey, to the Tafte 

AfFords fo much Delight, 
Nor Gold that has the Furnace paft 
So much allures the Sight. 

6 While of thy Works I fing 

Thy Glory to proclaim, 
Accept the Praife, m.y God, my King, 
In my Redeemer's Name. 

P J RT II. 

7 B E HO LD the Morning Sun 
Begins his glorious Way ; 
His Beams through all the Nations run, 
And Life and Light convey. 

8 But where the Gofpel comes 
It fpreads diviucr Light, 
It calls dead Sinners from their Tombs, 
And gives the Blind their bight. 
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9 Hovt perf«a is thy Word ! 

And all thy Judgments juft : 
For ever fure thy Promife, LoKD, 
And Men fecurely truft, 

10 I hear thy Word with Love, 

And I would fain obey ; 
Send thy good Spirit from abov$ 
To guide me, left I ftray, 

11 Warn me of ev'ry Sin ; 

Forgive my fecret Faults ; 
And cleanfe this guilty Soul of mine, 
Whofe Crimes exceed my ThoughCs%. 

12 While with my Heart and Tongue 

I fpread thy rraife abroad ; 
Accept the Worfhip and the Song, 
My Saviour and my God ! 

PSALM XIX. Metre ii. 

I 'T^ H E Heav'ns declare thy Glory, LoRD, 
J. In ev'ry Star thy Wifdom fhines : 
But when our Eyes behold thy Word, 
We read thy Name in fairer Lines. 

5^ The rolling Sun, the changing Light, 
And Nights and Days thy Pow'r confefs j 
But the bleft Volume Thou haft writ 
Reveals thy Juftice suid thy Grace. 

J Sun, Moon and Stars convey thy Praife 
Round the whole Earth, and never ftand: 
So when thy Truth begun its Race, 
It touch'd, and glanc'd on ev'ry Land« 
C 
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4 Nor fliall thy fpreading Gofpcl reft • 
Till thro' the World thy Truth has run; 
Till Christ has all the Nations bleft 
That fee the Light, or feel the Sun. 

5 Great Sun of Righteousness, arife, 
Blefs the dark World with heav'nly Light; 
Thy Gofpel makes the Simple Ijvifc, 

Thy Law3 are pure, thy Judgments righj, 

6 Thy nobteft Wonders here we vieW" 
In Souls renew'd, and Sins fbrgiv'n ; 
Lord, cleanfe my Sins, my Soul renew. 
And make thy Word my Guide to Heav%. 



PSALM XIX. Metre iU. 

[ *■ j ^ H E fpacious Firmament on high> 
JL With all the blue ethereal Sky, 
And fpangled Heav'ns, a fhining Frame, 
Their great Original proclaim : 
Th' unweary'd Sun, from Day to Day, 
Does his Creator's Pow'r difplay; 
And publifVjes to ev'ry Land, 
The \\ ork of an Almighty Hand. 

Soon as the Ev'ning Shades prevail, 
The Moon takes up the wondrous Tale, 
And nightly, to the lift'ning Earth, 
Repeals the Stolry of her Birth : 
While all the Stars that round her burn, 
And aU the Planets in their Turn, 
Confirm the Tidings as they roll, 
And fpread the Truth from Pole to Pole. 
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S What though, in folemn Silence, All 
Move round the dark terreftrial Ball ? 
What though nor real Voice nor Sound 
Amid their radiant Orbs be found ? 
In Reafoh's Ear they all rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious Voice, ^ 

For ever finging, as they ftiine, 
<^ The Hand that made Us is Divine.'* 

i REST Instructor, from thy Ways 
Who can tell how oft he ftrays ? 
Purge me from the Guilt that lies 
Wrapt within my Heart'is Difguift. 

2 Let me thence, by Thee renew'd. 
Each prefumptuous Sin exclude : 
So my Lot fliall ne'er be join'd 
With the^ Men of impious Mind. 

S Let ray Tongue, from Error free, 
Speak the Words approv'd by Thee; 
To thy all-obferving Eyes 
Let my Thoughts accepted rife. 

4 While I thus thy Name adore. 
And thy healing Grace implore, 
Bleft Redeemer, bow thine Ear, 
God my Strength, propitious hear*^ 

PSALM XX. 

t ]^r O W IP ay the God of Pow'r and Gr^iCQ 
XAI Attend his Peoples humble Cry ! 
Jehovah hears when Ifrael prays. 
And brings Deliv'rance from on High* 
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a The Name of Jacobs God defends. 
Better than Shields or brazen Walls ; 
He, frc^i his San£luary, fends 
Succour and Strength, when Zion calls. 

3 Well he remembers all our Sighs ; 
His Love exceeds our bcft Deferts ; 
His Love accepts the Sacrifice 

Of humble Groans and broken Hearts. 

4 Some truft in Horfes train'd for War, 
And fome of Chariots make their Boafts ; 
Our fureft Expectations are 

From Thee, the Lord of heav'nly Hofts, 

5 Now fave us, Lord, from flavifh Fear, 
Now let our Hope be firm and ftrong. 
Till thy Salvation (hall appear, 

And Joy and Triumph raife the Son^. 

PSALM XXI. 

1 T T O W great is the Messiah's Joy 
XTl In the Salvation of thy Hand ! 

V Lord, thou has rais'd his Kingdom high,* 
And giv'n the World to his Command. 

a Thy Goodneft grants whate'er he will. 
Nor doth the leaft requeft with-hold ; 
Bleffings of Love prevent him ftill, 
And Crowns, of Glory, not of Gold, 

3 Honour and Majefty divine 

Around his facred Temples fliine ; 
Bleft with the Favour of thy Face, 
And Length of everlafling Days. 
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4 Thine Hand fhall find out all his Foes ; 
And as a fiery Oven glows 
With raging Heat and living Coals, 
So fhall thy Wiath devour their Souls. 

PSALM XXIL 

J " HX/HY has my God my Soul forfook, 
VV " Nor will a Smile afford ? " 
(Thus David once in Anguifli fpoke, 
And thus our dying Lord.) 

a Though 'tis thy chief Delight to dwell 
Among thy praifing Saints, 
Yet thou canft hear a Groan as well. 
And pity our Complaints. , 

3 Shaking the Head they pafs me by, 

And laugh my Soul to Scorn ; 
"'In vain he trufts in God, they cry, 
" Negledled and forlorn." 

4 But Thou art He who form'd my Flefli 

By thine Almighty Word ; 
And fince I hung upon the Breaft, 
My Hope is in the Lord. 

5 My God, if poffible it be, 

Withhold this bitter Cup ! 

But I refign my Will to Thee 

And drink the Sorrows up. 

6 Father, I yield my Soul oppreft. 

And truft it in thy Hand ; 
My dying Flefh in Hope, fhall reft. 
And rile at thy Command. 
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PART II. 

7 THU S did our fufPring Saviour pray> 
With mighty Cries and Tears ; 
God heard nim in that dreadful Day^ 
And chas'd away his Fears. 

S Great was the Vift'ry of his Death i 

His Throne exalted high ; 
. And all the Kindreds of the Earth 
Shall worfhip or fhall die. 

9 A num'rous Offspring muft arife 
From his expiring Groans j 
They ftiall be reckon'd in his £ye^ 
For Daughters and for Sons, 

xoThe meek and humble Souls ihall fe« 
His Table richly fpread : 
And all that feek the Lord /hall be 
With Joys immortal fed. 

1 1 The Ifles fliall know the Righteoufhefs 
Of our incarnate GoD ; 
And Nations yet unborn profefs 
. Salvation in his Blood. 

PSALM XXIII. Metre i. 

1 fir^H E Lord my Shepherd is, 
^1 I fhall bfe well fupply'd; 
Since He is mine and I am His, 
What can I want befide ? 

a He leads me to the Place 

Where heav'nly Pafture grows ; 
Where living Waters gently pafs, 
And full balvation flows. 
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3 If e'er T go aftray, / 

He doth my Soul reclaim ; 
And guides me ia hi^ own ri^Ut Way, 
For his moft holy Name. 

4 While He afFords his Aid, 

I cannot yield to Fear ; 
Tho' I fliould walk thro' Death's dark Sliadc;i 
My Shepherd's with me there* 

5 In Sight of all my Foesj 

Thou doft my Table fprcad : 
My Cup with Blefling overflows, 
And Joy exalts my Head. 

6 The Bounties of thy Love 

Shall crown my following Days ; 
Nor from thy Houfe will I remove, 
Nor ceafe to fpeak thy Praife, 

PSALM XXin. Metre ii. 

B T\/r Y Shepherd will fupply my Need, 
xVi Jehovah is his Name ; 
In Paftures frefh He makes me feed, 
Befide the living Stream. 

% He brings my wand'ring Spirit back. 
When I forfake his Ways ; 
And leads me, for his Mercy's Sake, 
In Paths of Truth and Grace. 

3 When I walk through the Shades of Death, 
Thy Prefence is my Stay ; 
A Word of thy fupporting Breath,. 
Drives all my Fears away. 
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4 Thy Hand, in Sight of all my Foes, 

Doth ftill my '1 able fpread ; 

My Cup with Bleflings overflows ; 

Thine Oil anoints my Head, 

5 The fure Provifions of my God 

Attend me all my Days ; 
O may thy Houfe be mine Abode, 
And all my Work be Praife. 

6 There would I find a fettled Reft, 

(While others go and come) 
No more a Stranger or a Gueft, 
But like a Child at Home. 

PSALM XXIII. Metre iiU 

I TV/r^ Shepherd is the living Lord ; 
J.VX Now fhall my Wants be well fupply'd 
His Providence and holy Word 
Become my Safety and my Guide. 

a In Failures where Salvation grows, 
He makes me feed. He makes me reft ; 
There living Water gently flows. 
And all the Food divinely bleft. 

3 My wand'ring Feet his Ways miftake, 
But He reftores my Soul to Peace ; 
And leads me for bis Mercy's fake 

In the fair Paths of Righteoufnefs. 

4 Though I walk through the gloomy Vale 
Where Death and all its Terrors are,' 
My Heart and' Hope fhall never fail, 

For God my Shepherd's with me there. 
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5 Amidft the Darknefs and the Deps 
Thoy art my Comfort, Thou my Stay; 
Thy Staff (uppoTts my feeble Steps, 
Thy Rod diredls my doubtful Way. 

6 The Sons of Earth and Sons of Hell 
Gaze at thy Goodnefs, and repine 
To fee my Table fpread fo well 
With living Bread and chearful Wine. 

7 How I rejoice when on my Head 
Thy Spirit condefcends to reft ! 
'Tis a divine Anointing fhed 
Like Oil of Gladnefs at a Feaft. 

8 Surely the Mercies of the Lord . * 
Attend his Houfhold all their Days ; 
There will I dwell to hear his Word, 

To feek his Face, and fmg his Praife. 

PSALM XXIIL Metre iv.' 

1 nr^ O thy Paftures, fair and large, 

X Hcav'nly Shepherd, lead thy Charge; 
And my Couch, with tend'ieft Care, 
Midft the fpringing Grafs prepare. 

2 When I faint with Summers Heat, 
Thou fhalt guide my weary Feet, 
To the Streams, that, ftill and flow. 
Through the verdant Meadows flow. 

3 Thou my Soul anew fhalt frame. 
And thy Mercy to proclaim, 
When througli devious Paths I ftray. 
Teach my Steps the better Way* 
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4 Safe the dreary Vale I tread 

By the Shades of Death o'erfpread, 
Wiih thy Rod and S/tf^fupplied, 
This my Guard, and that my Guide* 

5 Thou my plenteous Board haft fpread> 
Thou with Oil refrefh^d my Head ; 
Fill'd by Thee my Cup overflows. 
For thy Love no Limit knows. 

6 Conftant to my lateft End 
Thou my Footfteps (halt attend ; 
And Ihalt bid Thy hallow'd Dome 
Yield me an eternal Home. 

PSALM XXIIL Metre v. 

1 ^Tp H E Lord my Pafture fliall prepare^ 

A And feed me with a Shepherd's Care, 
His Prefence fliall my Wants fupply, 
And guard me with a watchful Eye ; 
My Noon -Day Walks He fhall attend. 
And all my Midnight Hours defend. 

2 When in the fultry Glebe I faint, . 
Or on the thirfty Mountain pant. 
To fertile Vales, and dewy Meads 
My weary wand'ring Steps he leads ; 
Where peaceful Rivers, foft and flow. 
Amid the verdant Landfldp flow. 

3 Though in the Paths of Death 1 tread. 
With gloomy Horrors overfpread ; 
My fteadfaft Heart fliall fear.no 111, 
For 1 hou, O Lord, art with me ftill : 
Thy friendly Crook fliall give me Aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful Shade. 
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Though in a bare and rugged Way 
Through devious, lonely Wilds I ftray; 
Thy Bounty fhall my Pains beguile, 
The barren Wildernefs fliall finiie 
With fudden Greens and Herbage crown'd. 
And Streams ihall murmur all around. 



PSALM XXIV. Metre i. 

1 'T^ H E Earth for ever is the Lord's, 

JL With Jdamh numerous Race; 
He rais'd its Arches o'er the Floods, 
And built it on the Seas^ 

2 But who among the Sons of Men 

May vifit thine Abode ? 
He that has Hands from Mi fchief clean, 
Whofe Heart is right with God. 

3 This is the Man may rife and take 

The Bleffings of his Grace : 
This is the Lot of thofe that feek 
The God of JacoFs Face, 

PjiRT IL 

4 NOW let our Souls immortal Pow'rs 
To meet the Lord prepare : 
Lift up Your Heads, eternal Doors ! 
The King of Glory's near. 

^ Who is the King of Glory ? who 
His wondrous Name can tell ? 
The Lord of Hosts who dwelt below, 
And conqucrd Sin and Hellf 
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1 6 With humble Feet I wait^ 
To fee thy Face again ; 
Of Ifrael it fhall ne'er be faid, 
" He fought the Lord in vain.'' 

PSALM XXVL 

1 JUDGE me, O Lord, and prove my Ways, 
J And try my Reins, and try my Heart ; 
My Faith upon thy Promife ftays, 

Nor from thy Law my Feet depart. 

2 I hate to walk, I hate to fit, 
With Men of Vanity and Lies ; 
The Scoffer and the Hypocrite^ 
Are the Abhorrence of mine Eyes. 

3 Among, thy Saints will I appear 

With Hands well wafli'd in Inno<^ence; 
But when I fiand before thy Bar, 
The Blood of Christ is my Defence. 

4 I love thy Habitation, Lord, 

The Temple where thine Honours dwell ; 
There fliail I hear thy holy Word, 
And there thy Works, of Wonder tell. 

5 Let not my Soul be join'd at laft, 
With Men of Treachery and Blood, 
Since I my Days on Earth have paft 
Among the Saints, and near my God. 

PSALM XXVn. Metre i. 

I 'nr^HE Lord of Glory is my Light, 
X And my Salvation too ; 
God is my Strength ; nor will I fear 
What all my Foes can do. 
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2 One Privilege my Heart defires^ 

O grant me an Abode 
Among the Churches of thy Saints, 
The Temples of my God ! 

3 There fliall I ofFer my Requefts 

And fee thy Beauty ftill ; 
Shall hear thy Meffages of Love, 
And there enquire thy Will. 

4 When Troubles rife, and Storms appear, 

There may his Children hide ; 
God has a urong Pavilion, where 
He makes my Soul abide. 

5 Now fliall my Head be lifted high 

Above my Foes around. 
And Songg of Joy and Viftory 
Within thy Temple found. 

PJRTll. 

6 SOON as I heard my Father fay 

" Ye Children, feek my Grace," 
My Heart reply'd without De.'ay, 
" I'll feek my Father's Face.*^ 

7 Let not thy Face be hid from me. 

Nor frown my Sonl away ; 
God of my Life, I fly to Thee 
In a diftrefling Day. 

8 Should Friends and Kindred near and dear 

Leave me to want or die, 
My God would make my Life his Care, 
And all my Need fupply. 
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9 My fainting Fkfli had died with Grief, 

Had not my Soul believ'd 
To fee thy Grace provide Relief, 
Nor was my Hope deceiv'd. 

10 Wait on the Lord, ye trembling S;iints, 

And keep your Courage up ; 
He'll raife your Spirit when it faints, 
And far exceed y^ur Hope. 

PSALM XXVIL. Metre ii. 

* ^ipnOU Lord, my Safety, Thou mv Lights 
X What Danger fhall my Soul affright ? 
Strength of my Life ! what Arm fhall dare 
To hurt whom Thou haft own'd thy Care I 
Tho' gath'ring War around I fee, 
I fix, fecur^s, my Truft on Thee. 

1 One Wifli, with holy Tranfport warm. 
My Heart has formM, and yet ftiall form r 
One (lift I alk ; that to my End 
Fair S/Ws Courts I may attend;. 
There, joyful, find a fure Abode, 
And view the Beauty of my God* 

3 ^' Seek ye my Face with duteous Care," 
" And frequent to my Throne repair;" 
Thus to my Heart I hear thee fpeak ; 

*< Thy Face, my Heart replies, I feek :^' 
Nor Thou, to my defiring Eye, 
Thy Prefence, heav'nly Lord, deny.. 

4 Adopted by thy Care, in Thee 

The Parent and the Friend I fee;^ 
O let me on thy Aid reclin'd. 
Thee ftill my great Salvation find, 
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Nor leave me, hejplefs and forlorn, 
Tlie Abfence of thy Grace to mourn. 

5 With patient Hope, with Mind fedate^ 
On JfraePs God expeftant wait : 
Be ftVong, be ftedfaft : So thy Heart 
Shall feel his Grace its Aid impart : 
Though prefs'd with Sorrow's heavicft Load^ 
O fix thy Truft on Ifrael's God. 

P S A L ^f XXVIII.^ 

1 /^^ OD my Strength, to Thee I pray; 
VJ Turn not thou thine Ear away ; 
Gracious to my Vows attend, 

While the humble Knee I bend. 

2 Give me not thy Wrath to know. 
Nor to feel the vengeful Blow 
By thy juft Decrees affign'd 

To the Men of impious Mind. 

3 On thy long-experienc'd Aid 
See my Hope for ever ftay'd ; 
While my Heart, with Joy poflefs'dj 
Leaps within my throbbing Breaft. 

4 Grant me, Lord, thy Love to fliare. 
Feed me with a Shepherd's Care ; 
Save thy People from Diftrefs, 

And thy Patrimony blefs. 

PSALM XXIX. 

1 QING, ye Sons of Might, O finc^, 
•3 Praife to Heav'ns eternal King ; 
Pow'r and Strength to Him affign. 
Bow before hi^ hallow'd Shrine. 
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2 Hark ! his Voice in Thunder breaks ;— 
Hufh'd to Silence when He ipeaks 
OccarPs Waves from Pole to Pole^ 
Hear the awful Accents roll. 

3 See as louder ^'et they rife, 
Echoing through the vaulted Skies ; 
See, uprooted from its Seat^ 
Lebanon itfelf retreat ! 

4 Now the burfting Clouds give way, 
And the vivid Lightnings play ! 
Now the Wilds, by Man untrod. 
Hear, difmayM, th' approaching Gop I 

5 Proftrate on the facred Floor, 
Bow, ye Saints, his Naine adore : 
While his Afts, to every Tongue, 
Yield its argument o£ Song^, 

6 He the fwelling Surge command's, 
Fix'd his Throne for ever ftands ; 
He his Peopk fliall increafe, . 

Arm with Strength, and blef^ with Peace. 

. PSALM XXX- Metre i. 

1 T'LL celebrate thy Praifes, Lord, 
jL Who didft tliy Pow'r employ 

To raife my drooping Head, and check 
My Foes infulting Joy. 

2 Thus to his Courts ye Saints of his- 

With Songs of Praife repair ; 
With me commemorate his Truth^ 
And providential Care. 
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3 His Wrath has but a Moment's Reign, 

His Favour no Decay ; 
Your Night of Grief is recompcns'd 
With Joy's returning Day. 

PART IL 

4 ONCE, hlefs'd with Peace, I boafting faid 

I ne'er fhould fall, nor move : 
Thou, Lord, my Hill fo ftrong had'ft made 
By thy furrounding Love. 

5 Thy Face withdrawn, a thoufand Cares 

Difturb'.d my tortur'd Breaft : 
Then I my God, with earned Prayers 
And fervent Cries, addrefs'd. 

6 " What Honours can my Blood to Thee, 

*^ My Death what Trophies raife } 

*^ Can mould'ring Duft thy Glories fee, 

♦* Thy Truth or Goodnefs praife ?" 

7 " Hear, Lord, and pity him who mourns; 

" To my Affiftance fly !" 
Thy Love my Tears to Dancing turns, 
My fable Weeds to Joy. 

8 Exalted thus, Pll gladly Sing 

The Honours of thy Name ; 
And as thy Mercies ceafelefs fpring 
Thy ceafelels Praife proclaim. 

PSALM XXX. Metre ii. 

I "l^E faithful Sons of //r<3^/'s Name, 
I Your Maker's Sandity proclaim ; 
And, while his Mercies on your Breaft 
In fweet Memorial ftand impreft j 
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To Him, in joyful Accents, raife 
The Song of Gratitude and Praife. 

a How flow his Wrath ! How fwift his Grace 
Sends forth its life- imparting Rays ! 
Grief for a Night, unwelcome Guefl, 
Beneath our Roof perchance may reft. 
But Joyj with the teturning Day, 
Shall wipe each tranfient Tear away. 

3 As pleas'd I caft my Eyes around. 

And view'd my Lire with Bleffings crownM, 

(While, fafe in thy protefting Hand, 

High on the Rock I took my ftand,) 

In Confidence of Soul I faid, 

*< What Ills fhall e'er my Peace invade ?*• 

4 But, inftant. Thou thy Face hadft turnM, 
And proftratc on the Eirth I mourn'd : 

I mourn'd, and, O my Guard, my Guide, 
{With humbler Spirit thus I cried) 
Thy Aid, my God, in Pity lend 
And gracious to my Plaints attend. 

5 Again the Face of Joy I wear; 
Thy Hand, indulgent to my PrayV, 
(The Sackcloth from my Loins unbound) 
With Mirths fair Cin£hire wraps me round. 
For this, through Life, my grateful Tongue^ 
To Thee fliall confecrate its Song. 

PSALM xxxr. 

I /^ OD of my Strength, the Wife, the Juft, 
VJ To Thee my Spirit I intruft : 
From Thee, when Terrors clos'd me round, 
My Soul its fuli Redemption found. 



PSALM XXXI. 

a Thy Mercy fliall my Thanks employ, 
For Thou my Theme, my Life, my Joy, 
Haft caird me thine, and bid me fhare 
The Gifts of thy paternal Care. 

3 O, How fhall All who feek thy Love 
The Fulnefs of thy Bounty prove ! 
And teach th* admirihg World to fee 
How bleft the Souls that truft in Thee ! 

4 Thy Saints, while Breath their Life prolongs, 
At Diftance from the Strife of Tongues, 
Shall fee thy Tabernacle fpread 

Its awful Splendors o'er their Head. 

5 Be ftrong, be tteadfeft; fo your Mind 
From Him its full Support fliall find ; 
Ye Saints that in his Care confide. 
Nor own, nor alk a Help befide. 

PSALM XXXIL 

1 T\ LE S T is the Man, for ever blefs'd, 
11 ' Whofe Guilt is pardon'd by his God ; 

Whofe Sins with Sorrow are confefs'd. 
And cover'd with his Saviour's Blood. 

2 Bleft is the Man, to whom the Lord 
Imputes not his Iniquities : 

He pleads no Merit of Reward, 
And not on Works, but Grace relies. 

3 From Guile his Heart and Lips are free; 
His h umble Joy, his holy Fear, 
With deep Repentance well agree. 
And join to prove his Faith fmcerc. 



47 



48 PSALM XXXlf. 

4 How glorious is that Righteoufnefs 
That hides atid cancels all his Sins ! 
While a bright Evidence of Grace 
Thro' his whole Life appears and fhines* 

PJRTIl. 

5 WHILE I keep Silence, and conceal 
My heavy Guilt within my Heart, 
What Torments doth my Confcience feel 
What Agonies of inward Smart ! 

6 I fpread my Sins before the Lord, 
And all my fecret Faults confefs ; 

. Thy Gofpel fpeaks a pard'ning Word, 
Thy Holy Spirit feals the Grace. 

y For this fliall evVy humble Soul 
Make fwift Addreffes to thy Seat : 
When Floods of ftrong Temptations roll, 
There fliall they find a bleft Retreat. 

2 How fafe beneath thy Wings I lie, 

When Days grow dark, and Storms appear ! 
And when I walk, thy watchful Eye 
Shall guide me Cafe from ev'ry Snare. 

PSALM XXXTIL 

1 T E T all the Juft, to God, with Joy, 
M J Their chearful Voices raife ; 

For well the R ighteous it becomes 
To fing glad Songs of Praife, 

2 How faithful is the Word of God ! 

His Works with Truth abound ; 
He Juftice loves, and all the Earth 
l5 with his Goodnefs crown'd. 
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3 By his Almighty Word at firft 

The heav'nly Arch was rear*d : 
And all the beauteous Hofts of Light, 
At his command appear'd. 

4 The fwelling Floods together roll'd. 

He makes in Heaps to lie ; 
And lays, as in a Store-houfe fafe. 
The wat'ry Treafures by. 

5 Let Earth and all that dwell therein. 

Before Him trembling ftand : 
For when He fpake the Word, 'twas made, 
'Twas fix'd at his Command. 

6 He fcorns the angry Nations Rage, 

And breaks their vain Defigns : 
His Counfel ftands through ev'ry Age, 
And in full Glory fhines. 



PART n. 

7 BLEST is the Nation where the Lord 

Hath fix'd his gracious Throne; 

Where He reveals his heav'nly Word, 

And calls their Tribes his own. 

S His Eye, with infinite Survey, 
Does the whole World behold; 
He form'd us an of equal Clay, 
And knows our feeble Mould. 

9 Kings are not refcu'd by the Force 
Of Armies from the Grave ; 
Nor Speed nor Courage of an Horfe 
Can the bold Rider fave. 
D 
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20 Vain is the Strength of Beafts or Mm 
To hope for S&tj thence ; 
But holy Souls from God obtaiii 
A ftsong and fore Defence* 

f I God is their Fea^^ and God theiF Tmftx 
When Plagues or Faxnines fpread^ 
His watchful Eve fecures die Juft 
Among ten tnooiaad Dead. 

12 Lord, let our Heiirts in Thee rejoice^. 
And blefs us from diy.TlurQne ; 
For we. have made? thy w ord onr Choicfl^ 
And trull thy Grace alone. 

PSALM XXXIV. Metre i. 

1 npHROUGHaU the changing Scenes of lif^ 

X In Trouble and in Joy, 
The Praifes of my God fliall ftill 
My Heart and Tongue employ* 

2 Of his DelivVance I will boaft^ 
Till All that ate diftreft. 

From my ExwH>l^ Coflifcrt take,. 

And charm their Griefs. to. reft. ' ^ 

3 O magnify the Lojsup. with Me^ 
With Me exalt hi*. Name.^ 
When in Diftrefs tp HimJ caU'd. 
He to my Refcuf; cai^.. 

4 The Hofts of iQoi» encamp xm^uS^ 
The Dwellings of the Juft ; 
Deliverance Hk^ffords to AJl 
WikQ on his Succour tfsxSt. 
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^ O ttidke but Trial of his Love, 
Experience will decide 
How blefs'd they are, and only they. 
Who in his Truth confide. 

^ Fear Him, ye Saints, and you will thefli 
Have Nothing elfe to fear ; 
Make you his Service your Delight, 
He'll make your Wants his Care. 

PSALM XXXIV. Metre iu 

I 'T^HEE will 1 thank, and Day by Day 
X Form to thy Praife, the joyful Lay ; 
From Morn to Eve the Song extend, 
My Go©, ihy Father^ and my Friend. 

4 While pleas'd each Heart of humble Frame 
Shall wake, great God, to hear thy Fame { 
O come, your Voice triumphant raife, 

' And fing, with me, your Maker's Praife, 

^ To Him my Sotrl difclofs*d its Cafe ; 
He heard, and, prefent to my PrayV, 
(His faithful Buckler o^er me held). 
Each Terror from my Breaft difpelFd, 

4 His Angel, nigh the juft Man's Tent 
Eticdmp'd, each Danger to prevent. 
His fure Proteftion round him throws, 
Though harnefsM Hofls his Peace oppofe. 

"5 O tafte with me, O tafte and^prove 
The Bleifings of his boundlefs Love; 
And fearlefs of Repulfe or Shame, 
The Pronwfe of bis Mercy daim. 



5* PSALM XXXIV. 

6 Hail, Saviour of the human Race ! 
Hail, Fountain of exhauftlefs Grace! 
Thrice happy, who on Thee recline, 
Nor own, nor afk a Help, but Thine. 

PSALM XXXV. 

1 "pLEAD Thou my Caule, O Lord :— My 
JL Foes 

Let thy reflftlefs Pow'r oppofe; 

Say to my troubl'd Soul ; " In Me 

*' Thy Strength and fure Salvation fee.* 

2 Thou feeft my Foes a Pit prepare. 
And plant before my Steps their Snare; 
Thou feeft them urge (to Falfehood prone) 
The Guilt my Breait has never know^i. 

3 Yet I their SufPrings oft lament, ; 
Oft at thy Throne their Griefs prefent, 
(And fin- 1 the Pxay'r their Pride has fpuru'd. 
With Bleffings on my Head return'd.) 

4 Nor feels the S»n hi-s melting Breaft 
With deeper Senfe of Grief imprefs'd. 
That grafps a dying Mother's Hand, 
And waits to take her iaft Command. 

5 Not fuch the Pity fliown to Me : 
Ev'n Abjedls niy Abjefiion fee !— 

How long wilt Thou, my God, how long 
With pa,tient JE ye behold my Wrong ? 

6 O let not my uninjur'd Foes 

With fpeaking Eye, amidft my Woes, - 
As round they ftand in clofe Array, 
The Triumphs of their H^art betray. 
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7 But near me rang'd, witli thankful Voice 
Let ev'ry Friend to Truth rejoice; 

. While, loudeft in the Choir, my Tongue 
To Notes of Praife fhall tune its Song; 

8 " Bleft he the Name of Jacob's Lord 

** The God by Heav'n and Earth ador'd, 
<' Who joys his Servant's Caufe to plead, 
^ And crowns with Peace his favour'd Head." 
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I /^ L O R D, 'hy Mercy, (my fure Hope,) 
\^ The high' ft Orb of Heav'n tranfcends; 
Thy facred TVuth's unmeafur\l Scope 
Beyond tiiefpteading Skies extends. 

a Thy Juftice like the Hills remains ; 
Untathom'd Depths thy Judgments are ; 
Thy Providence the World fuftains ; 
The whole Creation is thy Care. 

3 Since of thy Goodnefs All partake, 
With what Aflurance fliould the Juft 
Thy fhelt'ring Wings their Refuge make. 
And Saints to thy Protedtion truft ? 

4 Such Guefts fliall to thy Courts be led. 
To banquet on thy Love's Repaft, 
And drink, as from a Fountain's Head, 
Of Joys that fhall for ever laft, 

5 With Thee the Springs of Life remain. 
Thy Prefence is eternal Day ; 

O let thy Saints thy Favour gain, 
To upright Hearts thy Truth difplay. 



( 54 > 

PSALM XXXVIL 

1 T E T not the Sinner^s Wealth or Might 
JL/ The Envy of thy Soul excite : 
Anon thine Eye (hall fee him fade 
Quick as the f low'r or vernal Blade. 

*a But thou thy Will to Heav*ns high Lord 

(Thy Truft His Truth, thy Rule His WoRP,) 
Submit; — and nourifti'd by his Hand, 
Inherit from his Gift the Land. 

3 In Him delight, on Him depend; 

Him chufe thy Guide, thy Way, thy Enj> j 

So ftiail his Love thy Wiflies grant, 

His Care anticipate thy Want. , 

4 And hid thy Aifts, in Light ferene. 
Far as the rifmg Morn be feen ; 
Thy Juftioe, as the Noon of Day, 
Diffufive, pour its cloudlefs Ray. 

5 With patient Hope await his Will^ 
Nor let the Sight of profp'rous III 
Impel thee, >witb Difquiet vain. 
His wife Difpofals to arraign. 

PJRTll. 

6 W A I T but awhile ; then lock around : 
No more the iiopdous Race are foaind ; 
Nor the proud JJoof, nor wide Domain 
The Mem'ry of their Lord retain. 

7 But fee the meek and pious Band 
(Advanc'd by God's Almighty Hand) 
His Smiles obtain, and thence poffefs 
True Riches, with abundant Peace. 
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8' That God, ye Samts, whofe Love yefek, 
The Afm of lawlefs Pow'r fhall break. 
And bid the Tdft prt5tie<ftfea^ftand 
Benejrfh thie Shadcrcv of hh Hand. 

9 Who kncfW not Thee, "great 'G6i>, to dread, 
(As Viftims for the Slaughter fed) 
Vlfertfiilny ^by >Heriy^tM avenging Fire, 
ShaH j^ilh, and in Smoke afp>e. 

xo The Juft, J(bIeftObjea of thy Love,) 
Thou, Lord, wilt lead, his rath approve. 
Thy faithftfl Hand his Steps tuftsin, " 
Nor falls he,, bnt to rife "again. 

jPART IIL- 

la F R b M III recede ; to Good incline ; 
Seek Truth, and endlefs Life be thine : 
God fliail refute th' Accufer's Tongue, 
And fave thee frowi tfhte Hand of Wrobg* 

rz Wait on thy Goi> ; dbferve his Ways ; 
His Pow'r aloft thy Head fhal rai fe j 
And bid, before thy Sight, his Foe 
The Terrors of his Vengeance^kno)^. 

13 The profpVing Sinner ,onc(B I view'd ; 
Strong as a healthful Tree he flood j 
I went, I came, and lookM. again ; 
riook'd; but fought his Place in vain. 

r4 Behold tile Juft, and mark his End ; 
See Peace his Eve of Life attend, , 
While on the Sinher^s lateft Hour 
The Storms of heavieft Vengeance lowV. 
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15 To God the Juft his Safety owes. 

Him owns Jiis Strength amidft his%Woes, 
Affur'd that He fliall Each defend, 
Whofe confiant Hopes on Him depend. 

PSALM XXXVIII. 

1 /^ SPARE me. Lord, nor o'er my Head 
V>/ The Fuhiefs of thy Vengeance (bed ; 
Pierc'd by thy Shafts, great God, I ftand, 
And feel the Preffure of thy Hand. 

2 My Friends, and next Allies by Birth, 
(Once kind Companions of my Mirth, 
When wing'd with Health the Moments flew,) 
My Griefs with diftant Horror view. 

5 But Tho'^ ^"^ V»T>,r-^ . ^^ otH- niff^ • 

On Thee, great God, my Hopes rely ; 

vindicate my Fame from Wrong, 
And filence the reproachful Tongue. 

4 Thou feed how prone to flip my Feet, 
What Woes my Eyes inceflant meet 5 
Ivor fliuns my Soul its Guilt to own, 
But forrowing bows before thy Throne, 

5 O let me, (rais'd by Thee,) no more 
The Abfence of thine Aid deplore; 
God of my Life, recede not far. 

But hafte, and make that Life thy Care. 

PSALM XXXIX. 

X ^TT^ E A C H me the Meafure of my Days> 
X 1 hou Maker of my Frame ! 

1 would furvey Life's narrow Space, 

And learn how frail I am. 
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2 A Span is all that we can boaft. 

An Inch or two of Time ; 
Man is but Vanity and Duft, 
In all his Flow'r and Prime. 

3 See the vain Race of Mortals move. 

Like Shadows o'er the Plain ; 
They rage and ftrive, define and Jove, 
But all their Noife is vain. 

4 Some walk in Honour's gaudy Show, 

Some dig for golden Ore ; 
They toil fpr Heirs, they know not who. 
And ftrait are feen no more. 

5 What fliould I wifh or wait for then. 

From Creatures, Earth, and Duft ? 
They make our Expectations vain. 
And difappoint our Truft. 

6 Now I forbid my carnal Hope, 

My fond Deli res recall; 
I give my mortal Int'reft up, 
And make my God my All. 

PSALM XL. Metre i, 

1 TMEEKLY waited for the Lord, 
X . He bow'd to hear my Cry : ;^ 
He faw me refting on his Word, '* 

And brought Salvation nigh. 

2 He rais'd me from a horrid Pit, 

Where mourning long I lay ; 
And from my Bonds releasM my Feet, 
Deep Bonds of miry Clay. 
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3 Firm on a Rock be made me ftand> 

And taught my cheerfiil Tongue 
To praife the Wonders of his Haody 
In a new thankful Song. 

4 I'll fpread his Works of Grace abroad ; 

1 he Saints with Joy fhall hear, 
And Sinners learn to make my GoD 
Their only Hope and Fear. 

5 Hbw many are thy Thoughts of tove ! 

Thy Mercies, JLoed, how great ! 
We have not Words, nor Hours enough. 
Their Numbers to repeat. 

6 When I'm affliSed, poor and low. 

And Light and Peace depart ; 
My God beholds my heavy Woe, 
And bears me op his Heart. 

PJRT II. 

7 T H U S faith the Lord, " Your Work is vain, 

" Give your Burnt-OfPrings o'er ; 
*^ In dying Goats and Bullocks flain 
" My boul delights no more.*' 

8 Then fpake the Saviour, " Lo ! I'm here,, 

" My God, to do thy Will ; 
<« Whate'er thy facred Books. declare 
« Thy Servant fhall fulfil. 

^ " Thy Law is ever in my Sight, 
«^ 1 keep it near my Heart : 
<< Mine Eyes are open'd with Delight 
<* To what thy Lips impart/* 
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10 Thus lie reveal'd his Father's Gricfe,' 

And thus his Truth He Aieiu'dy 
And preach'd tiie Way of RighteonffleTs 
Where grtjA AffembKes ftood. 

11 His Father's Hoh6ut- touch*i his fteart, 

He pity'd Sinner'^ Cries, 
And, to tiilfil a SAvibuiR's Parr, 
Was made a SACRiFicii. 

12 No Blood of Beails on Altars fhed 

Could wafli the Gonfcience clean; 
But the rich Sacrifice He paid. 
Atones JFor^ all our Sin. 

PSALM XL. Metre ii. ' 

t ^*T^HE Wonders, Lord, thy Love hath wrought, 
1 Exceed our Praife, furmount our Thought ; 
Should 1 attempt the long Detail, 
. My Speech would faint, my Numbers fail. 

2 No Blood of Beafts on Altars fpilt, 

Can clealife the Souls of Men from Goilt; 
But Thou haft fet before our Eyes, 
An All-fufficient Sa<:rifice. 

3 Lo ! thme eternal Son appears ! 
To thy Defires He bows his Ears ; 
Aflumes a Body well prepared. 
And well performs a Wotk fo hard. 

4 " Behold, I come," (the Saviour cries. 
With Love afnd Duty in his Eyes) 

** I come to bear the heavy Load ^ 

« Of Siny; and do thy Will, my Qoti. 
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5 " 'Tis written in thy great Decree, 
" 'Tis in thy Book foretold of Me ; 
*^ I muft fulfil the Saviour's Part ; 
^^ And lo ! thy Lavv is m my Heart* 

6 " I'll magnify thy.Jaoly Law, ' 

" And Rebels to Obediepjpe draw, 
*^ When on my Crofs Tm. lifted high, 
*^ Or to my Crown above the Sky : 

7 " The Spirit fhaUdefcend, and^fliow . 
** What Thou haft done,' and what I do ; 
*^ The wond'ring World Ihall learn thy Grace, 

Thy WifdoiB, and thy Righteoufnefs." 
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I WJ I T H patient Hope my God I fought ; 
VV He to his Suppliant's Want his Thought 

In happieft Hour apply'd : 
He, from the dark and miry Pit, 
High on a Rock has rais'd my Feet, 
Nor fear my Steps to Aide. 

at His Praife infpires my grateful Tongue, 
And diftates to my Lips a Song 
In Strains unheard before : 
Admiring Crowds his Work fhall fee. 
Their Strength on Him repofe with Me, 
With Me his Name adore. 

3 Bleft who in Thee, great Gop, confide. 
Nor madly truft the Arm of Pride, 
Antl^Helps which but betray. 
Thy Mercies, Lord, all Praife furmount. 
Nor Numbers can their Sum recount, 
Nqj Words their Woith difplay* 
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PJRTIl. ' , 

4 No Sacrifice thy Love can win, 
Nor OflPrings from the Stain of Sin 

Obnoxious Man fhall clear : 
Thy Hand a mortal Frame prepares, 
(Thy Hand whofe Signature it bears} 

And opes a willing Ear. 

5 ** And fince the Blood of Vidims flain, 
" And hallow'd Gifts, attempt in vain 

" T* avert th' Offender's Doom ; 
*' Myfelf th' Atonement will provide ; 
(Touch'd with our Woes, the Saviour cry'd) 

*^ I come, my God, I come." 

6 " Thy Book* by facred Bards unroU'd^ 
*^ My fuH'Dbedience has foretold 

"To thy mjfterious Will : 
" His jfift Allfent thy Servant* gives, 
*^ Thy Words my -Bfteaft with jjSby ^jreceives^ 

« My Hands with Zeal fulfil.'l^ 

7 <5reat Helper and Redeemer, hear! 

O, inftant in our Gaufe, appear - 

With Tokens of thy Grace ! 
Thy Blifs let All who feek Thee fhare, ; 

And, taught thy Love, that Love declare 

In Songs of ceafelefs Praife. 

1^ 

PSALM XLI. 

« ** 

1 TJ LEST, who with gen'rous Pity glow«^ 
X) Who learns to feel Another's Woes, 
Bows to the poor Man's Wants his Ear, ' ^ 

And wipes the helplefs Orphan's Tear : 
In ev'ry Want, in ev'ry Woe, 
Himfelf thy Pity, LoR0^ ihall know* 
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2 Thy Love his Life (hall gulwd ; thy Hand 
Give to his Lot the chofen Land ; 

Nor leave bim in the drelidful Day 
To unrelenting Foes a Prey ; 
In Sicknefs Thou (halt raiie his Head, 
And turn with tcndVeft Care his Bed^^ 

3 O thankful blefs th' Alm^hty Lord,' 
The God by Jacobs Sons ador'd : 
His Fame, e er Tjime its Courfe began,' 
O'er HeavVs wide Region echoing ran^;- 
To Him, through endlefs Ages, raife 
One Song of oft-repeated Praife. 

PSALM XLIL Metre i. 

J AS pants the Hart for cooling Streams, 
jCjL When heated in the Chace, 
So longs my Soul, O God, for TheA, 
And thy refreftiing Grace. 

a For Thee, my God, the living G0D3 
My tbirfty Soul doth pine ; 
O when fliall I behold thy Face, 
Thou Mnjefty divine ! 

3 Tear*? are my conftant Food, while thus 

Infulting Foes upbraid, 
<< Deluded Wretch, where's now thy God ? 
" And where his promis'd Aid ?" 

4 Why reftlefs, why caft down my Soul ? 

Truft GoD, and He'll employ 
His Aid for thee ; and change thefe Sighj 
To thankittl Hymns of Joy, 
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5 When thy Weft Prefence, Lorx> of Life^ 
Has once difpell'd the Storm ; 
To Thee I'll midnight Anthems fing. 
And all my Vows perform* 

6 God of my Strei^th, how long fliall I 

Like one forgotten mourn ! 

Forlorn, forfaken, and expos'd 

To my Oppreflbr's Scorn 1 

7 My Heart is pierc'd as with a Sword, 

While thus my Foes upbraid, 
*^ Vain Boafter, where is now thy God ? 
" And where his promisM Aid ? " 

8 Why reftlefs, why caft down my Soul ? 

Hope ftill, and thou ftialt fing 
The Praife of Him who is thy Ood, 
Thy Health's eternal Spring. 

PSALM XLIL Metre ii. 

1 AS pants the Hart for cooling Springs, 
Jl\, So longs my Soul, O King of, Kings^ 
-Thy Face in ne'ar Approach to fee. 

So thirfts, great Source of Life, for Th££» 
When Ihall I reach thy bleft Abode ! 
When meet the Prefence of my God ! 

2 Thy Mercies, Lord, before my Eyes, 
Shall yet in fweet Remembrance rife ; 
Though Deeps to boift*rous Deeps aloud 
Have call'd ; — and from the burfting Cloud 
Their licensed Rage the Storms have flied. 
And heap'd the £Ulows o'er my Head. 
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3 Yet 'midft the Storm and 'naidft the Wave 
Thy Love the Beams of Comfort gave : 
Thy Name to Rapture prompts my Tongu^- 
My Joy by Day,, by Night my Song : 

To Thee my Soul afccnds in Pray'r, 
And in thy fiofom pours its Care; 

4 Then why my Soul with Care opprefs'd ? 
And whence the Woes that frll my Breaft ? 
In all thy Cares, in all thy Woes 

On God thy fteadfoft Hope repofe; 
To Him my Thanks flull ilill be paid, 
My fure Defence, my conftant Aid* . 

- .. 'f 
PSALM ;KLnL 

1 TUST Judge of Heav'n, againft mj Foes 
J Do Thou affert my injur'd Right : 

O fet me free, my God, from thofe 
That in Deceit and Wrong delight.. 

2 Let me with Light and Truth be bleil^ 
Be Thou my Guide, and lead the Way, 
Till oh thy holy Hill I reft, 

And in thy facred Temple pray. 

3 Then will I there frefii Altars raife 
To God, who is my only Joy ; 

And well-tun'd Harps with Songs of Praife ' 
Shall all my grateful Hours employ. 

4 Why then caft down, my Soul, and why 
So much opprefs'd with anxious Care ? 
On God, thy God, for Aid rely. 
Who will thy ruin'd State repair. 
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PSALM XLIV.. 

1 T O R D, we have heard thy Works of old, 
X-^ Thy Works of PowV and Grace, 
When to our Ears our Fathers told 

The Wonders of their .Days. 

2 How Thou didft build thy Churches here. 

And make thy Gofpel known ; 
- Among them did thine Arm appear, 
Thy Light and Glory flione. 

3 In God they boafted all the Day, 

And, in a cheerful Throng, 
Did Thoufands meet to praife and pray, 
And Grace was all their Song. 

4 But now chaftiz'd by Thee j we (land 

A Proverb to our Foes ; 
While fierce Derifion claps the Hand, 
And triumphs in our Woes. 

5 Awake, arife, Almighty Lord ! 

Why fleeps thy wonted Grace ? 
Why ihould we look like Men abhorr'dj 
Or banifh'd from thy Face ? 

6 Redeem us from perpetual Shame, 

Our Saviour and our God ; 
We plead the Honours of thy Name^ 

The Merits of thy Blood. * 

PSALM XLV. Metre f. 

I T\^ Y Heart doth take in Hand 
JIVA • Some godly Song to fing ; 
The Praife that I ftiall fliew therein^ . 
Pertaineth to the King, 
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2 My Tongue fhall be as quick 

His Honour to indite, 
As is the Pen of anry Scribe 
That ufeth b& to write.. 

3 O faireft of afl'Menl. 

Thy Li[>9^ with Grace are pure ;: 
For God hath bleflbd Thee with Gifti 
For ever to endure. 

4 About Thee gird thy Sword^. 

O Pit INCH of Might elea ! 
With Honour, Glory, and Renown^ , 
Thou art moft.ricnly deckt*. 

5 Go forth. TOth godly Sp«cd, 

With Meeknefs, Troth, and -Right; 
And thy .right Hand flwtU Thee infeud,^ 
la Works of A^eadful Might,^ 

6 Thy Arrows ftiarp and^keen 

Their Hearts fo fore fliall fting,-. 
That thev fhall crouch and kneel to Thee^ 
Yea all thy Foes, O Kino. . 

f Thy royal Seat, O Lo&t)^ 
For ever fhall remain ; 
Becaufe the Sceptre of thy ftealib.« 
DothiRighteoufnefs maintain. . 

8" Wherefore thy holy Name • 
All Ages (hall r ecord^ . 
The People Aall give Thinks toTh^ 
For evermore, Q Lord. 
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PSALM XLV. Metre in 

1 •pXALTED by a bleffed Thought 
Jjj My Soul is on the Wing.; 

I ipeak, as by the Spirit taught. 
The Praife of Christ my King. 

2 My Lips are eager, and delight 

Glad Tidings to impart, 
As is the Pen of them that write 
With equal Eafe and Art. 

3 Thy Form is fairer than the 'Race 

Of Men from J/dam fprung ; 
And God has giv'n eternal Grace 
To thy perluafive Tongue. 

4 Ride on, Thou Prince of wondrous Might t 

Gird on thy dreadful Sword ! 
With Majefty, and glorious Light, 
And Truth's all-conqu'jing Word. 

5 Thy Throna, O God, for ever ftands^ 

Thy Word of Gsace fhatl prove 
A peaceful Sceptre .in *thy Hands, 
To rule thy Saints by Love. 

$ Juftice and Truth ^tend Thee ftill. 
But Mercy is thy Choice ; 
AndGos, thy God, thy Soul fhall fill 
With moft peculiar Joys. 

PSALM XLV. Metre iii. 

I "j^J O W be uny Heart infpir^d to fing 
X^ The<51ories of my Saviour-King, 
Jesus tihe Lord ; how beav'nly fair 
His Form I How bright his Beai^ties arcl 
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2 O'er all the Sons of human Race 
He fhines with a fuperior Grace; 
Love from, his Lips divinely flow?, 
And Bleffings ail his State compofe. 

3 Drefs Thee in Arms, moft mighty Lord*!' 
Gird on the Terror of thy Sword I 

In Majefty and Glory ride, 

With Truth and Meeknefs at thy Side! 

4 Thine Anger, like a pointed Darf, 
Shall pierce the. Foes of ftubborn Heart : 
Or Words of Mercy kind and fweet 
Shall melt the Rebels at thy Feet. 

5 Thy Throne, O God, for ever ftands, 
Grace is the Scepter in thy Hands ; 

Thy Laws and Works are juft and right> , 
Juftice and Grace are thy Delightf , 

6 God, thine own God, has richly flicd 
His Ojl of Gladnefs on thy Head, 
And with his facred Spirit bleft 

His firft-boro Son above, the reft*. 
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7 THE King of Saints, how fair his Facej 
Adorn'd with Majefty and Grace ! 

He comes with Bleffings from above. 
And wins the Nations to his Lcfvei 

8 At his right Hand our Eyes behold 
The Queen array'd in pureft Gold ; 

The World admires her heav'nly Drefs ♦ 
Her Robe of Joy and Righteoufnefs. 
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«9 He forms her Beauties like his own. 
He calls and feats her near his Throne : 
Fair Stranger, let thine Heart forget 
The Idols of thy native State. 

10 So fhall the King the more rejoice 
In thee, the Favourite of his Choice >; 
Let Him be lov'd, and yet ador'd, 
For Hfi^s thy Maker and thy Lord, 

1 1 O happy Hour, when thou flialt rife 
To his fair Pajace in the Skies ! 

And all thy Sons (a numerous Train) 
£aci> like a Prince in Glory reign ! 

12 Let endlefs Honours crown his Head; 
Let ev'ry Age his Praifes fpread ; 
While we with cheerful Songs approve 
The Condefcenfions of his Love. 



PSALM XLVI. 

X £^ O D is the Refuge of his Saints, 

VJ When Storms of fliarp Diftrefs invade 
Ere we can offer our Complaints, 
Behold Him prefent with his Aid. 

« Let Mountains from their Seats be hurFd 
Down to the Deep, and bury'd there : 
Convulfions fhake the folid World, 
Our Faith fhall never yield to Fear. 

3 Loud may the troubled Ocean roar. 
In facred Peace our Souls abide ; 
While ev'ry Nation, ev'ry Shore 
Trembles^ and dreads the fwelling Tide. 
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6 The Brittjh Iflands are the Loi^d's, 
There Abr*harrCs God is known, 
While Pow'rs and Princes, Shields and Swords 
Submit before his Throne. 

PSALM XLVTII. Metre k 



G 



R E AT is the Lord our God> 

And let his Praife be great : 
He makes his Churches his Abode, 
His moft delightful Seat* 



2 Thefe Temples of his Grace, 

How beautiful they ftand ! 
The Honours of our native Place, 
And Bulwarks of our Land. 

3 In Si on God is known 

' A Refuge in Diftrefs ; 
How bright 'has his Salvation flione 
' Through all her Palaces ! 

4 When Kings againft her join'd. 

And faw the Lord was there ; 
In wild Qphfufion of the Mind 
They fled with trembling Fear. 

5 When Navies, tall and proud. 

Attempt to fpoil our Peace; 
He fends his Tempeft roaring loud. 
And fmks them in the Seas. 

i6 Oft have our Fathers told. 
Our Eyes have often feen, 
How well our God fecures the Fold 
Where his own Sheep have been* 
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In evVy ne^ Djiftrefs 

We'll to his Houfe repair ; 
Well think upon his wondrous Gracc^ 

And feek DelivVance there. 



. PART II. . 

8 F AR as thy Name is known 
TTic World declares thy Praife ; 
Thy Saints, O Lor©, before thy Throne 
Their Songs of Honour raife. 

^ With Joy let Judah ftand 
On Sionh chofen Hill ; 
Proclaim the Wonders of thy Hand, 
And Counfels of thy Will. 

to Let Strangers walk around 
The City where we dwell, 
Compafs and view thine holy Gfound, 
And mark the Building well. 

5|I The Orders of thy Houfe, 
The Wotfliip of thy Court ; 
The cheerful Songs, the foleiim VoWs, 
And make a fair Report. 

17, How decent and how Wife ! 
How glorious to behold ! 
Beyond the Pomp that charms the Eye^. 
And Rites adorn'd with Gold. 

13 The God we wprfhip now 
Will guide us till we die; 
Will be ©ur God while here below, 
And ours above the Sky; 
E 
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PSALM XLVIII. Metre H. 

I /^REATisourGoo; with warmeft Zeal 
VJT O let his Name be bleft. 
Within the Precinas of his Hill, 
AndCity of hisReft. 

% Fair is that Hill ; how wondrous fair ! 
Imperial Sion^s Seat : 
There ceDters, Earth, thy Joy, and there 
Its Meafure owns compleat. 

3 Lord I what our Ears long fmce have known. 

Our Eyes delighted trace, 
Thy Love in long SuccefGon j(hown 
To SalenC% chofen Race. 

4 Thrice bleft Abode! whofe ev'ry Tow'r 

By Thee fupported ftands, 
The God whofe wide-extended Pow'r 
Th' ethereal Hoft commands. 

5 When proftrate at thy hallow'd Shrme, 

Thy Mercies Each furveys, 
Tranlported with the View, we join , 

In Wonder, Love, and Praife. 

PJRTll. 

6 L E T S/ow's heav'n-devofed Mount 

With Shoiits of Triumph ring, 
And JudaV^ Daughters, pleas'd, recount 
The Judgments of her King. 

7 Go, walk her facred Streets along, 

And let her TowVs be told ; 
With curious Eye her Bulwarks ftrong 
And beauteous Domes behold. 
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8 So iiall the fair Defcription lafty 

Preferv'd in full Record^ ' 
And tell what Glories once have grac'd 
The Seat of Jacobs Lord. 

9 To Him our thankful Hearts ihall bovr. 

Nor own a God befide ; 
To Life's laft Period Him avow 
The ever faithful Guide. 
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I T X rH y do the Proud infult the Poor, 
V V Andl)oaft the large EftateS they have ? 
How vain are Riches to fecure 
Their haughty Owners from the Grave ! 

ft There the dark Earth and difmal Shade 
Shall clafp their naked Bodies round ; 
That Flefh fo delicately fed 
Lies cold, and moulders in the Ground. 

3 Like thoughtlefs Sheep the Sinner dies. 
Laid in the Grave ifor Worms to eat, 
The Saitits fhall in the Morning rife. 
And find th' Oppreflbr at their Feet. 

4 His Honours perifti in the Duft, 

His Pomp and Beauty, Birth and Blood: 
That glorious Day exalts the Juft 
To full Dominion o'er the Proud. 

5 My Saviour (hall my Life reftore. 
And raife me from my dark Abode : 

My Flelh and Soul fhall part no more, - 
But dwell for ever with my Gol>. 
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PSALM L. 

1 JEHOVAH from his chofen Place 

' J Shines forth, with matchleis Beauty crown'd ; 
He comes ! deTouring Flames his Face, 
His Steps impetuous Storms furround* 

2 From Eqfi to ff^ij from Shore to Shore 
The dreadful Summons fwiftlv rolls ; 
His Voice, in Thunder's awful Roar, 
At once, tb' afirighted World controls. 

3 ** Go call my Saints together ; — ^thofe 
'* Who in my Laws delight ; and o'er 
** Then- Sacrifice, my Covenant chofe^ 
** And there to Me devoutly fwore* 

4 " Hear me, my People ! Ifrael hear ! 

" With thee the Caufe I'll calmly plead : 
** Lo ! I tfhe Lord of Hosts appear ! 
« The Mighty God, thy Sovereign Head ! 

5 " Did I e'er call for Sacrifice ? 

<* Or of thy fparing Hand complain ? . . 
*« Or hid that conftant Steams fliould rife 
** From bleeding Bullocks, duly flain ? 

6 " Vain Trifles all !— Thy folemn Feafts, 
*^ Thy Bullocks and thy Goats I fcorn : . 
*« The Foreft-Herds are Mine; — the Beafts 
*^ Which on a thoufand Hills are bom. 

7 <* The feather'd Hoft, the Fowls are Mine, 

^* And all the Droves which graze the Fields : 
*^ If hungry, I'd not afe of thine ; 
y To Me 'the World its Plenty yields. 
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S " Think'ft them the Flefli of Bulls Td eat, 
" Or Goats ? Or drink their fteaming Gore ? 
" No: — give Me Praife ; my Praife repeat ; 
** My Grace, with Vovrs performed, implore. 

9 ** Then in the Tiine of Danger cry 
" To Me ; to Me, thy Griefs difplay ; 
^ And thou, when I to fave thee fly, 
'^* Juft Honours to my Name ihalt pay." 

PjfRTlU 

JO T HE Lord the Judge his Churches waxns. 
Let Hypocrites attend and fear, 
Whb place their Hopes in Rites and Forms^ 
But make not Faith nor Love their Care. 

II Vile Wretches dare rehear fe his Name, 
With 'Lips of Falfliood and Deceit ; 
A Friend or Brother they defame. 
And footh and flatter thofe they hate* 

S2 They watch to do their Neighbours Wrong, 
Yet dare to feek their Maker's Face ; 
They take his Cov'nant on their Tongue, 
But break his Laws, abufe his Grace. 

13 To HeaVn they lift their Hands -unclean, 
Defirdwith Luft, defilM with Blood; 
By Night they praftife ev'ry Sia, 

By Day their Mouths draw near to God. 

14 And while his Judgments long delay. 
They grow fecure and fin the more ; 
They think He fleeps as well as they, 
And put ht off the dreadful Hour. 
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5 O dreadful Hour ! when God draws near, 
And fets their Crimes before their Eyes ! 
His Wrath their guilty Souls fliall tear. 
And no Deliv'rer dare to rife. 

PSALM LI. 

1 Q HEW Pity, Lord; O Lord, forgive, 

Let a repenting Rebel live : 
Are not thy Mercies large and free i 
May not a Sinner truft in Thee ? 

2 My Crimes are great, but not furpafs 
The PowV and Glory of thy Grace : 
Great God, thy Nature hath no Bound, 
So let thy pard'ning Love be found. 

3 O wafli my Soul from every Sin, 
And make my guilty Confcience clean ; 
Here on rny Heart the Burden lies. 
And paft Offences pain mine Eyes. 

4 My Lips with Shame my Sins confefs 
Againft.thy Law, ajgainft thy Grace; 
Lord, fliould thy Judgment grow feverj^ 

1 am condemn'd, but 1 hou art clear. 

C Should fudden Vengeance feize my Breath, 
I m\ift pronounce Thee juft in Death : 
And if my Soul were fent to Hell, 
Thy righteous Law approves it well. 

5 Yet fave a trembling Sinner, Lord, 
Whofe Hope ftill hov'ring round ihy Word, 
Would light on fome fweet Promife there. 
Some fUre Support againft Defpair* 
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FJ R T II. 

7 LORD, I am vile, conceiv'd in Sin ; 
And bom unholy and unclean : 
Sprung from the Man whofe guilty Fall 
Corrupts the Race, and taints us AH. 

8 [Soon as we draw our Infant-Breath, 
The Seeds of Sin grow up for Death : 
Thy Law demands a perfedl Heart ; 
Bot we're defil'd in ev'ry Part.] 

9 Behold I fall before thy Face ; 
My only Refuge is thy Grace : 

No outward Forms can make me clean ; 
The Leprojy lies deep within. 

90 No bleeding Bird, nor bleeding Beaft^ 
Nor Hyfiop-branch, nor forinkling Prieft, 
Nor running Brook, nor Flood, nor Sea^ 
Can waflx thb difmal Stain away. 

II Jesus, my God, thy Blood alone 
Hath Pow'r fuffici^nt to atone : 
Thy Blood can make me white as Snow ; 
No Jew'ijh Types could cleanfe me fo. 

la While Guilt difturbs and breaks my Peace, 
Nor Flefh nor Soul hath Reft or Eafe ; 
Lord, let me hear thy pard'ning Voice, 
And make my broken Bones rejoice. 

PART in. 

13 O THO U that hear'ft when Sinners cry, 
Tho&gh all my. Crimes before Thee lie. 
Behold them not with angry Look, 
But blot their Mem'ry from thy Book, 
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14 Create my Nature pure within^ 
And form my Soul averfe to Sin : 
Let thy good Spirit ne'er depart. 
Nor hide thy Prefence fr<»n my Hearts 

15 I cannot live without thy Light, 

Caft out apd banifh'd from thy Sight r 
Thy holy Joys, my God, reftore. 
And guard me that I fall no more. 

16 Though I have griev'd thy Spirit, Lord» 
His Help and Comfort ftill afford : 

And let a Wretch come near thy Throne 
To plead the Merits of thy Sol^« 

17 Then will I teach the- World thy Ways ; 
Sinners fliall learn thy fov'reign Grace; 
I'll lead' them to my Saviour's Bloody 
And they fhall praue a paitl'ning God. 

X 8 O may thy Love infpire my Tongue ! 
Salvation fliall be all my Song ; 
And all my Pow'rs fhall join to blefa 
The Lord my Strength and Righteoufnefs» 

P S A L M LIU 

I T T 7 H Y, Tyrant, boafts thy Heart the Pow'r 
VV To work a Brother's Woe ; 
While God his Mercy bids each Hour 
In Streams unmeafur'd flow ? 

a With Joy thy Tongue, to Falfehood prone. 
Its V enom deab around ; 
Nor Razor, fhafpen'd on the Stone> 
Inflifts fo deep a Wound, 
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3 Btit foon the Juft, with Awe pbflefs'd*, ^ 

Shall view thy blafted Pride ; 
And, from their fierceft Foe releas'd^ 
Thy impious Boafts deride, 

4 " Lo ! theVe the Wretch in Trefpafs bold, 

" Who God's Support difdain'd, 
*^ And' on his Heaps of treafur^d Gold. 
" His frantic Hope fuftain'd,'* 

5 Frefh as the verdant Olivey I 

Within thy Courts ftiall ftand j 
And fix'd, indulgent Lord, rely 
On thy protecting Hand* 

6 Thy Afls my Praife fh^U ever claim, 

Thy Name, amidft my Woes, 
(How grateful to thy Saints that Name!) 
My ev'ry JFear coiupofe. 

PSALM LIIL 

1 TT^O OLS in their Hearts believe and (ay 
J? " That all Religion's vain ; 
** There is no God that reigns on high, 
" Or minds th' Affairs of Men.'' 

2' From Thoughts fo dreadful and profane 
Corrupt iJifcourfe proceeds ; 
And in their impious Hands are found 
AbcHiiinable Deeds. 
t 
3 The Lord from his celeftial Throne 
Look'd down on Things below, 
To find the Man- that fought his Grac^, 
Or did his* Juftice know.^ 
Es 
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4 By Nature all are gone aftray ; 

Their PraAice all the fame : 
There^s none that fears his Maker's Hand ^ 
1 here's none that loves bis Name. 

5 Such Seeds of Sin (that bitter Root) 

In cv'ry Heart are found ; 
Nor can tney bear diviner Fruit, 
Till Grace refine the Ground. 

PJRTII. 

6 AR £ all the Foes of Sion Fools, 

Who thas devour her Saints ? 
Do they not know her Saviour rules. 
And pities her Complaints ? 

7 They fliall be feiz'd with fad Surprize ; 

For God's avenging Arm 
Scatters the Bones of them, that rife . 
To do his Children Harm. 

8 In vain the Sons oi Satan boaft 

Of Armie3 in Array ; 
When God has firft defpis'd their Hoft, 
They fall an eafy Prey. 

9 O for a Word from 5/Ws King, 

HerCaptives to reftore ! 
Jacob with All his Tribes fliall fmg, 
hvAJudah mourn no more. 

PSALM LIV. 

X ^TT^ H Y name niy ftcdfaft Heart avowst; 

■ X Do Thou my injured Caufe efpoufe. 

And be thy Strength my Aid : 
My Plaints, Almighty Saviour, hear, 
And let them by thy pitying Ear 
With full Regard be weigW, 
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d Oppreflbrs from thy Fear eftrang^d, 
With Tyrants fierce, againft me ranged. 

My guiltlcfs Soul purfue : 
But 'midft my Helpers Heav'n's hieh Lord 
Shall ftand, and, ftithful to his Word, 
Each adverfe row'r fubdue. 

3 O let my Heart, (their Rage repell'd,) 
Itfelf a willing OiF'ring yield ; 

To Thee its Praife fhall flow, 
While to my Thought thy Mercies rife, 
That gave me, with admiring Eyes, 
To fee my proftrate Foe. , 

PSALM LV. Metre i. 

1 /^ GOD, my Refuge, hear my Cries, 

Vy Behold my flowing Tears, 
For Earth and Hell my Hurt devife, 
And triumph in my Fears. 

2 Their Rage is levelPd at my Life, 

My Soul with Guilt they load. 
And fill my Thoughts with inward Strife, 
To j(hake my Hope in God* 

3 With inward Pain my Heart-ftrings found, 

I groan with ev'ry Breath ; 
Horror and Fear befet me round 
Among the Shades of Death. 

4 O were! like a feather'd Dovij 

And Innocence had Wings 5 
Pd fly, and make a long Remove 
From all thefe reillefs Tbitig;s« 
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5 Let me to feme wild Dafert go. 

And find a peaceful Home, 
Where Storms of Malice never blow,^ 
Temptati6ns never come. 

6 Vain Hope's, and vain Inventions all. 

To 'fcape the Rage of Hell ! 
The mighty Goi> on whom I call 
Can lave me here, as well. 

P A Rr II. 

. 7 B Y Morning- Light Til feek his Face, 
At Noon repeat my Cry, 
The Night fhall hear me alk his Grace, 
Nor will He long deny. 

8 God fhall preferve my Soul from Fear, 

Or fhield me when afraid ; 
Ten thoufand Angels muft appear, 
If He command their Aid. 

9 I caft my Burdens on the Lord, 

The Lord fuftains them all ; 
My Courage refts upon his Word 
That Saints fhall never fall. 

lo My highefl Hopes fhall not be vain. 
My Lips fhall fpread his Praife ; 
While cruel and deceitful Men 
Scarce live out half their days. 

PSALM LV. Metre ii. 

J /^HEAR my Voice, All-potent Sire, 
V^ Nor diftant from my Pray'r retire, 
Whofe Accents to thine Ear impart 
The Anguilh of my heaving Heart. . 
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2 A Crowd, whofe Thoughts from Thee haye ftray'c^ 
With Falfehood arto'd, my Peace invade ; 

And Griefs and Tears, that fliun Control, 
Shake to its inmoft Depth my SouU 

3 *^ O who (hall give me** (thus rpy Breaft 
Its vain Inquietude exprefs'd) 
" The Dovis light Wing, that through the Air 

' * Fu} ' * 



<c 



A wretched Fugitive may hear. 



4 *^ How would I mount the wafting Wind, 
<* How leave the wrathful Storms behind, 
^' And in the Defert's lone Retreat, 

" Contented, fix my hfting Seat ?'* 

5 But God (my only Refuge) He 
From each Diftrefs'my Soul Ihall free; 
With fervent Lips, to Him V\\ pray 
At Dawn, at Noon, ^t Clofe of Day, 

6 O caft thee fearlefs-on thy God; 

. He (ftrong to fave) the grateful Load 
Within his foft'ring Arms fh all bear. 
And feed thee with a Parent's Care. 



PSALM LVI. 

1 /^ THOU whofe Juftice reigns on high, 
\J And makes th' Oppreflbr ceafcj^ 
Behold how envious Sinners try > 

To vex and break my Peace* ' 

2 The Sons of Violence and Lies 

Join to devour me. Lord-; 
But as my hourly Dangers rife. 
My Refiige i? thy Word, ■ 
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3 In God moft Holy, Juft and True, 

I have repos'd my Tnift ; 
Nor will I fear what Flefh can do. 
The Oflfepring of the Duft. 

4 They wreft my Words to Mifchief ftill. 

Charge me with unknown Faults ; 
Mifchief doth all their Counfcls fill. 
And Malice all their Ttioughts. ^ 

5 Shall they efcape without thy Frown ? 

Muft their Devices ftand ? 
O caft the haughty Shiner down, 
And let him know t% Hand. 

PART II. 

6 G O D counts the Sorrows of his Saints, 

Their Groans afFe£t his Ears ; — 
Thou hail a Beok for my Complaints, 
A Bottk for my Tears. 

7 When to thy Throne I raife my* Cry, 

The Wicked fear and flee ; 
So fwift is P^ay'r to reach the Sky, 
So near is God to me. 

8 In Xhee, moft Holy, Jfuft and True, 

I have repos'd my Truft ; 
Nor will I fear what Man can do. 
The Offspring of the Duft. 

9 Thy folemn Vows are on me. Lord, 

Thou fljalt receive my Praife; 
ni fing, « How faithful is thy Word ! 
<* How righteous all thy Ways ! ^ 
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10 Thou haft fecur'd my Soul fr<Mn Death ; 
O fet thy Prisoner free : 
That Heart and Hand, and Life and Breatb> 
May be employed for Thee. 

PSALM LVIL 

t \/Jl Y God, in whom are all the Springs 
JVJl Of boundlefs Love and Grace unknown ; 
Hide me beneath thy fpreading Wings, 
Till the dark Cloud is overblown. 

2 Up to the Heav*ns I fend my Cry, 
The Lord will my Defires perform ; 
He fends his Angel from the Sky, 

And faves me from the threatning Stornu 

3 Be Thou exalted, O my God> 
Above the Heav*ns where Angels dwell ! 
Thy Pow'r on Earth be known abroad, 
And Land to Land thy Wonders tcD, 

4 My Heart is fixM ; my Song fhall raife 
Immortal Honours to thy Name; 

Awake my Tongue, to found his Praife ! J 

My Tongue, the Glory of my Frame ! 

5 High o'er the E^rth his Mercy reignsji 
And reaches to the utmoft Sky ; 

-His Truth to endlefs Years remains 
When lower Worlds diffolve and die# 

6 B^ Thou exalted, O my God, ^ 
Above the Heavens where Angels dwell ! 

Thy Pow'r on Earth be known abroad^ 
4^ hmd to Laa4 thy Wonders telj^ 
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PSALM LVIII. 

1 JUDGES, who rule the World by Laws, 
J Will ye defpife the righteous Caufc, 

When th' injur'd Poor before you fiands ? 
Dare ye condemn the righteous Poor, 
And let rich Sinners 'Icapc fecure. 

While Gold and Greatnefs bribe your Hands ) 

a Have ye forgot, or never knew, 
That God will judge the Judges too? 

High in the Heav'ns his Juffice reigns ; 
Yet you invade the Riglits of Gou, 
And fend. your bold Decrees abroad, 

To bind the Confcience in your Chains* 

3 TJi' Almighty thunders from the Sky! 
Their Grandeur melts, their Titles die. 

As Hills of Snow diflblve and run; 
Or Snails that periflx in their Slime, 
Or Births th:^t,cpn\e before, Uieir Time, 

Vain Births that never fee the Sun. 

4 Thus fhall the Vengeance of the Lord 
Safety and Joy to S^mts afford p 

And All that bear (hall join and fay, 
<* Sure there's a God that rules on high, 
«' A. God that hears his Children cry, 

" And will their Sviff 'rings well repay.'* 

.PSALM LIX. 

I Q AVE me, Q.Lgrd, my gracious God, 
O Erom my determined Foes ; 
In my defence oppofe thy Pow'r 
To theirs wio me oppofct 
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2 On Thee I wait, 'tis on thy Strength 

For Succour I depend : 
'Tis Thou, O Goi>, art my Defence,^ 
Who only canft defend. 

3 Thy Mercy, Lord, which has fo oft 

From Danger fet me free, 
Shall crown my Wijfties, and fubdud 
My haughty Foes to me. 

4 Early will I thy Mercy fing, 

Thy wondrous Pow'r confefs ; 
For Thou haft been mv furc Defeitce^ 
My Refuge in Diltrefs. 

5 To Thee, with never- ceafing Praife, 

O God, my Strength PU fine : 
Thou art mjcsGoD, the Rock. &om whence^ 
My Healtb »d Safety fpring* . 

PSALM LX. 

X T) EPULS*D, difpersM, chaftis'd by Thcc|, 
Ja. O grant us. Lord, thy Face to fire ; 
And let the People, once thy Care, 
Again thy favVing Prefence ihare. 

2 How trembles this divided Land 
Beneath the Terrors of thy Hand ! 
O Thou, the God whom we adore,, 
Its Breaches heal, its Peace reftore. 

3 Thy juft Decrees to ^*^/'s Eyes 
Have bid a Scene of Sorrow rife ; 
And to his pallid Lips the Winer 
Of dire Aftonifliment configiu 
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4 Yet (ee, thine Hands a Standard rear; 
Beneath it Each, who owns thy Fear, 
(EnpigM in Truth's negleded Caufe) 
His Sword, fecure of Conqueft, draws* 

5 Such, Objedis of thy tendVeft Love, 
Defend, propitious, from above; 
Let Me with them thy Mercy ihare,' 
And hear, O hear my ceafelels PrayV. 

PSALM LXI. Metre i. 

1 TT7 HEN o'erwhelm'd witk Grief, 

VV My Heart within me dies ; 
Helplefs and far from all Relief, 
To HeavfnJ lift mine Eyet. 

2 O lead me^ te the Rock 
That's high above my Hcad*^ 

And make the Covert of thy Wings 
My Shelter and my Shade* 

3 Within thy Prefence, Lord, 
For ever FU abide;. 

Thou art the Tow*r of my Defence, 
The Refuge where I hide*. 

4 Thou giveft me the Lot 

Of thofe that fear thy Name ; 
If endlefs Life be their Reward, 
I (hall poflefs the fam&^ 

PSALM LXI. Metre ii. 

I f^ P P R E S S ' D with G*ief, in Exile loft, 
V>/ To Thee from Ifraelh utmoft Coaft 
My Voice, eternal Goo, I fend ; 
O bear my Plaint j my Pray'r attend* 
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a High on the Rock my Fortrefs rear ; 
There let me Itand unmov'd, and hear 
The Stprms, (that now around me bent,) 
At Diftance roll beneath my Feet* 

3 Thee, Lord, I feek, whene'er my Foes 
With dire Intent my Path inclofe ; 

And own Thee, in the dangerous Hour, 
My ftedfaft Hope, my ftrongeft Tow'r. 

4 Remote from Fear, within thy Shrine 
Thou, Lord, my Dwelling (halt ai&gn ; 
Thy Wings (hall wrap me in their Shade ; 
Thou, Thou baft heard me when I pra/d, 

5 Thus fhall thy Love awake my Song, 
Thy Name the willing Note prolong. 
While warm'd with Zed, my Vows I pay, 
And blefs Thee to my latcft Day. 

PSALM LXIL 

1 T\/r Y spirit looks to God alone; 

JlVX My Rock and Refuge is his Throne; 
In all mv Fears, in all my Straits, 
My Soul for liis Salvation waits* 

2 Truft Him, ye Saints, in all your Ways, 
Pour out your Hearts before nis Face : 
When Helpers fail, and Foes invade, 
God is our alUfufficient Aid. 

3 Falfe are the Meix of high Degree, 
The bafer Sort are Vanity ; 
Laid in the Bal^c^ both appear 
Light asa Puff of empty Air. 
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4 Make not increafing Gold your Truft, 
Nor fet your Hearts on glittVing EXift ; 
Why wiB you grafy the fleeting Smoke, 
And not believe what Gob hath fpoke ^ 

< Once hath his awfol Voice declarM, 
Once and again my Ears have heard, 
** All PowV is hi» eternal Due ; 
** He muft be feai'd and tnafted toe.'^ 

6 For fov'reim PoVf reigns not ak>ne, 
Graced is a l^rtner bf the Throne ; 
Thy ;GiraGe and Juftice, mighty LoRD>^> 
Shall well divide omi laifk Reward. 

PSALM LXIir. Metre u. 



s 



MY GoD^ TS^wmt my Tongue 
This Joy, to call Thee mine;. 
And let my early Cries prevail 
To tafte thy Love divine. 

My thlrfty, fainting Soul 
Thy Mercy doth implore; 
Not Travellers, in Defert-Lands,,; 
Gan pant for- Water more. 

Within thy Churches, Lord, 
I long to nnd a Place ; 
Thy PowV and. Glory to behbld,. 
And feel thy quick'ning Grace, 

For Life without thy Love^ 
No Relifti can aflford; . 
No Joy can be compared with this,. 
To lerve and plesde the Lord. 
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5 To Thee PU lift my Hands, 
And praife Thee while I live ; 

Not the rich Dainties of a Feail 
Such Food or Pleafure giv^. 

6 In wakeful Hours of Nigh^, 
I call my 'God to mind ; 

I think how wife thy Counfels are, 
And all thy Dealings kind. 

7 Since Thou haft been my Help, 
To Thee my Spirit flies, 

And on thy watchful Providence 
My cheerful Hope relies, 

8 The Shadow of thy Wings 
My Soul in Safet^y keeps : * 

I follow where my Father leads. 
And He fupports my Steps* 

PSALM LXin. Metre ii. 

1 |7 A RL Y,' my God, without Delay, 
Xl/ I hafte to feck thy Face : 

My thirfty Spirit faints away, 
Without thy cheering Grace. 

2 So Pilgrims on the fcorching Sand, 

Beneath a burning Sky, 
Long for a cooling Stream at hand. 
And they muft drink or die. 

3 I've feen thy Glory, and thy PowV ^ 

Through all thy Teinples flxine ; » 

My God, repeat that heav'nly Hour, .. > 

That Vifion fo diyine L . .. ; . *. v 
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4 Not nil the Bleflings of a Feaft 

Can pleafe my Soul fo Well, 
As when thy richer Grace I tafle> 
And in thy Prefence dwell. 

5 Not Life itfelf, with all her Joys, 

Can my beft Pafiions move. 
Or raife to high my cheerful Voice, 
As thy forgiving LovS. 

6 Thus, till my laft expiring Day, 

ril blefs my God and King ;. 
Thus will I lift my Hands to pray. 
And tune my Lips to iing. 

PSALM LXIIL I^t!^ iiu 

1 /^ R E AT God, indulge my humble Claim, 
VJ Thou art my Hope, my Joy, my Rest : 
The Glories that compofc thy Name, - 
Stand all engagM to make me bleft, 

2 Thou Great and Good, thou Juft and Wife, 
Thou art my Father and my God; 
And I am Thine by facred Ties : 

Thy Son, thy Servant bought with Blood. 

3 With Heart and Eyes and lifted Hands, 
For Thee I long, to Thee I look; 
As Travellers, in thirfty Lands, 

Pant for the cooling Water* Bw)ok, 

4 With early F^et I love t* appear 
Among thy Saints, and ftek thy Face ; 
Oft have 1 feen thy Glory there. 

And felt the Pow'r of fov reign Gxacfr* * 
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5 Not Fruits nor Wines that tempt our Tafte, 
Nor all the Joys our Senfes know. 

Could mzke me fo divinely bleft. 
Or raife my cheerful PaiEons fo. 

6 My Life itfelf, without thy Lo^re, 
No Tafte of Pleafure could afford ; 
'Twould but a tirefome Burden prove 
If I were banifh'd from the Lordi. 

7 Amldft the wakeful Hours of Night, 
When bufy Cares affltd my Head, 

One Thought oTThee gives new Delight, 
And adds Refrefhment to my Bed. 

S FU lift my Hands, I'll raife my Voice, 
While I have Breath to pray or praife ; 
This Work fhall make my Heait rejoice. 
And fpend the R^nmant of my Days. 

P « A L M LXHL Metre iv. 

I 'Tp HOU art my God, to Thee my Eyes 
JL I lift e'er yet the Dawn arife ; 
With facred Thirft, O Lord, I bum; 
My Heart, my Flefli, thine Abfence mourn 
As o'er th' inhofpitable Way 
Amidft a barren Wafle I ftray. 

a Yet here, by heav'nly Wifdom led, 
Expcdlant wait, till o*er my Head 
Thy Beams in mild Effulgence play. 
And turn my Darknefs into Day : 
Thofe Beams which oft my Eyes beheld 
Within thy Temple, Lord, reveal'd. 
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3 Thy hove my Jiips ihall ever tell, 
(Can Life itfelf that^Love excel ?) 

Nor ceafe, while Breath prolongs my Days, 
In thankful Notes the Hymn to raile : 
To Thee thy Servant, Lord, as now, , 
His Hands IkaU l-eaif, his K^ees ihtU ^tv» 

4 Safe in the Shadow of thy Winlgs 

In Thee I joy, O Ktng of Ki«pos : 
When Dangers threaten to devour, 
(Superior to. each adverfe Pow'r) 
Thine Arm' extends, the Help divine, 
Aild king Experience ciills it Mine. 
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I 'TT^fl Y Suppfiant's Voice propitious hear; 
JL My LTle, bleft Lord, from hoftile Feur 
Secure, while Men my Soul purfue, 
And hidc^ O.hide me fr©m their View. 

a Behold the flaughtcr-breithing Throng 
Whet*, as a Sword, their bfiilehil Tongue, 
And Words, as Arrows keen, prepare, 
That, edg'd with Death, (hall walk the AIn 

3 Ah ! Wretches, whither will ye fly ? 
Behold the Arrow from on high 
Defcend,-— that bears upon its Wing 
The Wrath of Hea;vVs offended King ! 

4 Each Heart .fliall own, with rev'rent Thought, 
That Thou the Work, great God, haft Wrought, 
Whil^2 refcu'd from their R^e, the Juft 
Exulting, fix on T^ee thetf Xiirfl., .... 
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PSALM LXV. 

H E Praife of Sion waits for Thee, 
_ My God ; and Praife becomes tliy Houfe ; 
There (hall ihy Saints thy Glory fee, 
And there perform their public V ows. 
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a O Thou, whofe Mercy bends the Skies 
To fave, -when humble Sinners pray; 
All Lands to Thee fliall lift their Eyes, 
And Illands of the Northern Sea. 

3 Againft my Will my Sms prevail. 

But Grace Ihall purge away their Stain ; 
The Blood of Christ will never fail 
To wafli my Garments white again. 

4 Bleft is the Man whom Thou (halt choofe, 
And give him kind Accefs to Thee ; . 
Grant him a Place within thy Houfe, 

To lafte thy Love divinely free. 

PJRT IL 

5 O T H O L^, the Hope of human Race, 
Of All whom Earth's wide Arms embrace, 
Of All, who, toft by Tempefts, fweep 
The Surface of the pathlefs Deep. 

6 In Thee they truft, who know'ft to rein 
The Infults of the foaming Main, 
Check the brute Waves that roar aloud, 
And ftill the Madnefs of the Crowd. 

7 Remoteft Realms, with dire Difmay, 
Thy Wonders, mightieft Lord, furvey j 
And, as they walk th' ethereal Round, 
The Aforn and Eve thy Praife refound. 

F 
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8 By unexhaufted Springs fupply'd, 
Thjr River pours it's copious Tide, 
And bids the ftreneth-infuflng Graia 
Earth's coontlefs t amil j fuftain. 

9 The Clouds, in frequent Show'rs diftilTd, 
Drop Fataefs on tlie pregnant Fi^d ; 
Break the tough Glebe, the Furrows cheer. 
And crown with Good the gliding Year. 

10 The Hills around exulting ftand. 
And own the Bounty of thy Hand : 
Nurs'd by thy Care, the fleecy Train 
Invefls with white the rural Plain. 

1 1 While, as beneath the fav'ring Skies 
In crouded Ranks the Harvefts rife. 
The laughing Vale aflTumes a Tongue^ 
And burfls triumphant into Song. 

PSALM LXVI. 

1 Q I NO, all ye Nations, to the Lord, 
O Sing with a joyful Noifc; 

With Melody of Sound record 
His Honours and your Joys. 

2 Say to the Pow'r that fhakes the Sky, 

" How terrible art Thou ? 
** Sinners before thy Prefence fly, 
<* Or at thy Feet they bow." 

3 He rules by his refiftlefs Might ; 

Will rebel Mortals dare 
Provoke th' Eternal to the Fight, 
And tempt that dreadful War ? 
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4 O bkfs our God, and never ceafe, 

Ye Saints, fulfil his Praife ; 
He keeps our Life, maintains our Peace, 
And guides our doubtful Ways. 

5 LoRD) Thou haft prov'd our fuff'ring S^uls 

To make our Graces fhine ; 
So Silver hears the burning Coals 
The Metal to refine, 

6 Through wat'ry Deeps and fiery Ways 

We march at thy Command, 
Led to poflefs the promis'd Place '^ 

By thine unerring Hand. 

PJRTIL 

7 N O W fliall my folemn Vows be paid 

To that Almighty Pow'r, 
Who heard the long Requefts I made. 
In my diftrefsful Hour. 

8 My Lips and cheerful Heart prepare. 

To make his Mercies known ; 
Come ye that fear my God, and hear 
The Wonders He hath done. 

9 When on my Head huge Sorrows fell, 

1 fought his heav'nly Aid ; 
He fav'cl my finking Soul from Hell^ 
And Death's eternal Shade. 

10 If Sin lay cover'd in my Heart "^ 

While Pray'r employ'd my Tongue, 
The Lord had fhcwn me no Regard^ 
Nor I his Praifes fung. 
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II But God (his Name be ever bleft) 
Hath fet my Spirit free, 
Nor turn'd from Him my poor Requeft, 
Nor turn'd his Heart from me. 



PSALM LXVII. Metre i. 

J /Tp O blefs thy chofen Race, 

jL In Mercy, Lord, incline ; 
And caufe the Brightnefs of thy Face 
On all thy Saints to ihine. 

2 That fo thy wondrous Ways 
May through the World be known ; 

While diftant Lands their Tribute pay, 
And thy Salvation own* 

3 Let difPring Nations join 
To celebrate thy Fame ; 

Let all the World, O Lord, combine 
To praife thy glorious Name. 

4 O let them fhout and fing, 
Diffolv'd in holy Mirth ; 

For Thou, the Righteous Judge and King, 
Shalt govern all the Earth. 

5 Let difFriog Nations join 
To celebrate thy Fame ; 

Let all the World^ O Lord, combine 
To praife thy glorious Name. 

6 / Then fhall the teeming Ground 

A large Increafe difclofe ; 
And we with Plenty ftiall be crown'd. 
Which God, our God, beftows. 
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Then God upon our Land 
Shall conftant BleiTings fhow'r ; 
And all the World in Awe fhall ftand 
Of his refiftlefs Pow'r. 



PSALM LXVIL Metre ii. 

I Q H IN E, mighty God, on Britain fhine 
•3 With Beams of heav'nly Grace : 
Reveal thy Pow'r through all our Coafts, 
And fhew thy fmiling Face» 

a When ffiall thy Name, from Shore to Shore, 
Sound all the Earth abroad ; 
And diftant Nations know and love 
. Their Saviour and their God ? 

3 Sing to the Lord, ye diftant Lands^ 

Sing loud with folemn Voice j 
While all our Tongues exalt his Praife, 
And all our Hearts rejoice. . 

4 He, th^ great Lord, the fov'reign Judge, 

Who fits enthron'd above, 
Wifely commands the Worlds He made 
In Juftice and in Love. 

5 Earth fliall obey her Maker's Will, 

And yield a full Increafe ; 
Our God will crown his chofen Ifle 
With Fruitfulnefs and Peace. 

6 God the Redeemer fcatters round 

His choiceft Favours here; 
While the Creation's utmoft Bound 
Shall fee, adore, and fear. 
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PSALM LXVIL Metre iii. 

I T\^ A Y God his fav'ring Ear incline, 
jLVJL And bid his Face on Ifrael fliine ; 
That All, thy Counfels,' Lord, may know 

. Where Earth extends, or Oceans flow, 

a To Thee, of Life th' eternal Spring, 
Invifible, All-potent King, , 
One Chorus let all Nations raifc. 
One Shout of univerfal Praife. 

3 Exult each Tribe, exult each Land ; 
HeavVs mighty Lord, with equal Hand, 
.The Balance holds, and Earth*8 Domain 
Shall own to lateft Age his Reign. 

4 Warm'd by his genial Suns, the Field 
With full Increafe its Fruits fliall yield ; 
And God, thy God, O Sionj flied 
His choiceft Bleffings on thy Head. 

5 Great God, on us thy Bleflings fliowV, 
Let Man's whole Race, revere thy Pow'r> 
And, thankful, to their wond'ring Eyes 
Behold thy wiftiM Salvation rife. 

PSALM LXVIIL 

I T E T God arife in all his Might, 

1 J And put the Troops of Hell to Flight 
As Smoke that fought to cloud the Skies 
Before the rifing Tetnpeft flies. 

a He comes array'd in burning Flames ; 
Juftice and Vengeance are his Names : 
Behold his fainting Foes expire 
Like melting Wax before the Fire. 
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3 He rides and thunders through the Sky; 
His Name Jehovah founds on high : 
Sing to his Name, ye Sons of Gtace; , 

- Ye Saints rejoice before his Face, 

4 The Widow and the Fatherlefs 
Fly to his Aid in fharp Diftrefs : 
In Him the Poor and Helplefs find 

A Judge that's juft, a Father kind. 

5 He breaks the Captive's heavy Chain, 
And Pris'ners fee the Light again ; 
But Rebels that difpute his Will, 

Shall dwell in Chains and Darknefs ftill. 

PJRTIl. 

6 KINGDOMS and Thrones to God belong ; 
Crown Him, ye Nations, in your Song : 

His wondrous Names and Pow*r| rehearfe ; 
His Honours fhall enrich your Verfe. 

y He {hakes the Heav'ns with loud Alarms ; 
How terrible is God in Arms ! 
In Ifrael are his Mercies known, 
Sion is his peculiar Throne. 

8 Proclaim Him King, pronounce Him bleft. 
He's your Defence, your Joy, your RESt : 
When Terrors rife and Nations faint, 

God is the Strength of ev*ry Saint. 

PART III. 

9 LO RD, when Thou didft afcetid on high. 
Ten Thoufand Angels fiU'd the Sky t 
Thofe heav'nly Guards around Thee wait. 
Like Chariots that attend thy State. 
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10 Not Sinai ^s Mountain could appear 

More glorious, when the Lord was there ; 
While He pronounc'd his dreadful Law, 
- And ftruck the chofen Tribes with Awe. 

1 1 How bright the Triumph none can tell. 
When the rebellious Pow'rs of Hell, 
That Thoufand Souls had Captive made,. 
Were all in Chains like Captives fed • 

12 Rais'd by his Father to the Throne, 
He fent the promis'd Spirit down. 
With Gifts and Grace for rebel Men, 
That God might dwell on Earth againv 



PART IV. 

13 W E blefs the Lord, the Juft, the Good, 
. Who fills our Hearts with Joy and Food ; 

Who pours his Bleffings from the Skies, 
And loads our Days with rich Supplier. 

14 He fends the Sun his Circuit round. 

To cheer the Fruits, to warm the Ground ; 
He bids the Clouds with plenteous Rain 
Refrefli the thirfty Earth again. 

15 'Tis to his Care we owe our Breath, 
And all our near Efcapes from Death : 
Safety and Health to God belong; 

He heals the Weak, and guards the Strong. 

16 He makes the Saint and Sinner prove' ' 
The common BlefTmgs of his Love ; 

L But the wide Difference that remains 
f Is endlefs Joy or ehdlefs Painu 
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17 The Lord that bniis'd the Serpent's Head 
On all the Serpent's Seed fhall tread ; 
The ftubborn Sinner's Hope confound, 
And finite him with a lafting Wound. 

18 But his Right- Hand his Saints fhall raife 
From the deep Earth, or deeper Seas ; ^ 
And bring them to his Courts above, . 
There fhall they tafte his fpecial Love. 

PSALM LXIX. 

1 ^^ Q AVE me, O God, the fwelling Floods 

O " Break in upon my Soul : 
^' I fmk ; and Sorrows o'er my Head 
" Like mighty Waters roll." 

2 Thus in the great Messiah's Name 

The royal Prophet mourns ; 
Thus he awakes our Hearts to Grief, 
And gives us Joy by Turns. 

3 " Now fhall the Saints rejoice and find 

" Salvation in my Name, 
<^ For I have borne their heavy Load 
^' Of Sorrow, Pain, and Shame. 

4 " Grief like a Garment cloth'd me round, 

" And Sackcloth was my Drefs, 
** While I procur'd for naked Souls 
" A Robe of Righteoufnefs. 

5 " Amongft my Brethren and the Jews 

" I like a Stranger flood ; 
<* And bore their vile Reproach, to bring 
" The Gentiles near to GoD. 
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6 *^ I came in finfiil Mortal's Stead 

" To do my Father's Will ; 
** Yet when I cleans'd my Father's Houfe, 
** They fcandaliz'd my Zeal. 

7 ** My Fafting and my holy Groans 

** Were made the Drunkard's Song ; 
<^ But God, from his celeftial Throne^ 
*^ Heard my complaining Tongue. 

8 " 'Tvvas in a moft accepted Hour 

*' My Pray'r arofe on high, 
^* And for my Sake my Goi> fliall hear 
** The dying Sinner's Cry.'* 

PART II. 

9 NOW let our Lips with holy Fear 

And mournful Pleafure fing 
The SufPrings of our great High-Priest, 
The Sorrows of our King. 

10 He fmks in Floods of deep Diftrefs ; 

How high the Waters rife ! 
While to his heav'nly Father's Ear 
He fends perpetual Cries. 

11 ^•' Hear me, O Lord, and fave thy Son, 

" Nor hide thy fhining Face ; 
«* Why fhould thy Fav'rite look like one 
<^ Forfaken of thy Grace ? 

12 <« With Rage they perfecute the Man 

*' That groans beneath thy Wound, 
<< While, for a Sacrfice, 1 pour 
" My Life upon the uround. 
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13 '* All my Reproach is known to Thee, 

*< The Scandal and the Shame ; 
** Reproach hath broke my bleeding Heart, , 
*^ And Lies defil'd my Name. 

14 *< With Vinegar they moqk my Thirft ; 

^^ They give me Gall for Food ; 
*' And fporting with my dying Groans, 
*' They triumph in my Blood, 

15 *^ Shine into my diftrefled Soul, 

*^ Let thy Compaffions fave ; 
*^ And though my Flefh fink down to Death, 
** Redeem it from the Grave. 

16 ** I fhall arife to praife thy Name, 

** Shall reign in Worlds unknown, 
" And thy Salvation, O my God, 
*^ Shall feat me on thy Throne.'* 



p J R r III. 

17 FATHER, I fing thy wondrous Grace, 

I blefs my Saviour's Name; 

He bought Salvation for the Poor, 

And bore the Sinners' Shame. 

18 His deep Diftrefs has rais'd us high. 

His Duty and his Zeal 
FulfiU'd the Law which Mortals broke^ 
And finifli'd all thy Will. 

19 His dying Groans, his living Songs, 

Shall better pleafe my God, 
.Than Harp or Trumpet's foleran Soand|^ 
Than Goats or BuUocka Blood. 
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20 This fhall his humble Follow'rs fte, 

An<J fet their Hearts at reft ; 
They by his Death draw near to Thee, 
And live for ever bleft. 

21 Let Heav'n, ancf all that dwell on high. 

To God their Voices raife, 
While Lands and Seas affift the Sky, 
And join t* advance the Praife. 

22 Zson is thine, moft holy God ; 

Thy Son {hall blefs her Gates ; 
And Glory purchas'd by his Blood, 
For thy own IJ'rael waits. 

PSALM LXX. 

1 T TASTE to my Aid, my Saviour, hafte; 
JlX My Soul, by hoftile Numbers chas'd. 

To 1 hce direas its Pray'r : 
In wild Confufion backward borne. 
Their Wifti defeated let them mourn, 

And loft in empty Air. 

2 Be Shame their juft Reward aflign'd, 
While round me, with relentlefs Mind, 

Derifion's Shout they raife : 
Thy Blifs let All who feek Thee fhare, 
And taught thy Love, that Love declare 

In Songs of ceafelefs Praife. 

3 While thefe in thy Salvation joy, 
Increafmg Griefs my Thought employ. 

And Ipeedieft Aid demand. 
My Helper and Redeemer, hear! 
O, inftant in my Caufe appear, 

And reach thy faving Hand. 
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PSALM LXXI. Metre u 

1 ]V/¥ Y God, my everlalling Hope, 
LVx I live upon thy Truth ; 

Thy Hands have hel^ my Childhood up. 
And ftrcngthenM all my Youth. 

2 My Flefh was fafliionM by thy PowV, 

With all thele Limbs of mine ; 
And, from my Mothcr^s painful Hour, 
I've b.en entirely thine* 

3 Still has my Life new Wonders feen 

Repeated every Year ; 
Behold my Days which yet remain, 
I truft them to thy Care, 

4 Caft me not ofF when Strength declines, 

When hoary Hairs arife ; 
And round me let thy Glory fliine, 
Whene'er thy Servant dies. 

5 Then in the Hiftory of my Age, 

When Men review my Days, 
They'll read thy Love in ev'ry Page, 
In ev'ry Line thy Praife. 

PART II. 

6 MY Saviour, my Almighty Friend, 

When I begin ihy Praife, 
Where will the growing Numbers end, 
The Numbers of thy Grace? 

7 Thou art my everlaftmg Truft, 

Thy Goodnefs 1 adore ; 
And flnce I knew thy Graces firft 
I fpeak thy Glories more. 
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8 My Feet fhall travel all the Length 

Oftheceleftial Road, 
And march with Courage, iti thy Strength, 
To fee my Father God. 

9 When I am fiU'd with fore Diftrefs 

For fome furprizing Sin, 
I'll plead thy perfe<a Kighteoufiiefs, 
And mention none but Thine. 

10 How will my Lips rejoice to tell 

The Viftories of my King ! 
My Soul redeemed from Sin and Hell 
Shall thy Salvation fing. 

1 1 My Tongue fhall all the Day proclaim 

My Saviour and my God ; 
His Death has brought my Foes to Shame, 
And drown'd them in his Blood. 

12 Awake, awake, my tuneful Pow'rs !— 

With this delightful Song 

I'll entertain the darkeft Hours, 

Nor think the Seafon long. 

PART in. 

13 GOD of mv Childhood and my Youth, 

The Guide of all my Days, 
I have declar'd thy heav'nly Truth, 
And told thy wondrous Ways. 

14 Wilt Thou forfake my hoary Hairs, 

And leave my fainting Heart ? 
Who fhall fuftain my finking Years, . 
If God, my Strength, depart? 
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15 Let me thy Pow'r and Truth proclaim 

To the furviving Age ; 
And leave a Savour of thy Nanjjie 
When I fhall quit the Stage. 

16 The Land of Silence and of Death 

Attends my next Remove ; 
O may thefe poor Remains of Breath 
Teach the wide World thy Love ! 

P A Rr lY. 

17 T H Y Righteoufnefs is deep and high, 

Unfearchable thy Deeds j 
Thy Glory fpreads beyond the Sky, 
• And all my Praife exceeds. 

18 Oft have! heard thy Threatnings roar, . 

And oft endurM the Grief; 
But when thy Hand has preft me fore. 
Thy Grace was my Relief. 

19 By long Experience have I known 

Thy fov'reign Pow'r to fave ; 
At thy Command I venture down 
Securely to the Grave. 

ao When I lie buryM deep in Duft, 
My Flefh fhall be thy Care ; 
Thefe with'ring Limbs with Thee I trufl. 
To raife them ftrong and fair. 

PSALM LXXL Metre ii. 

I ^T^HY Servant, God of Gods, fupreme^ 
X O hear, and haften to redeem. 
Be Thou my Rock, and fafe Refort ; 
My Rock Thou art, my ftrongeft Fort. 
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2 On Thee my Hopes fupported ftand ; 
My Life from earlieft Youth thy Hand " 
(That Life which firft from Thee hegan,) 
Preferv'd, and led me up to Man. 

3 When lodg'd within the Womb I lay, 
Thy Care produc'd me to the Day, 
And, while that Care my Years prolongs, 
Thy Name fhall animate my Songs. 

4 Though Crowds, with filent Gaze, in mc 
A Speftacle of Wonder fee ; 

"Amidft my Grief, amidft tny Pain, 
Thy Love fhall ftill my Faith fuftain. 

PART IL 

5 O L E T me not. Almighty Friend, 
When with a Weight of Age I bend. 
And weary'd Nature's Succours iail. 
The Abfence of thine Aid bewail. 

6 Strong in thy Might 1 take my Way, 
Thy Righteoufnefs my only Stay, 

And through the Day, my God, my King, 
Thy Juftice, thy Salvation, fing. 

7 How haft Thou bid my Soul to know 
A long Viciffitude of Woe, 

Yet, back return'd, with quick'ning Ray 
Haft chas'd each Cloud of Grief away ! 

8 My willing Lips with Praife fliall flow ; 
My refcu'd Soul with Tranfport glow j 
And pleased from Morn to Eve record 
Thy Righteoufnefs, indulgent Lord, 



( "3 ) 
PSALM LXXII. Metre i. 

1 TJLEST Prince of Righteoufnefs and Peace, 
X> The Hope of all Mankind ! 

The Poor, in thy unblemifh'd Reign, 

Shall free Proteftion find, - 
Secure of juft Redrtfs, to Thee, 

Th' Opprefs'd his Caufe fliall bring ; 
While with the Fruits of facred Peace 
- The joyful Fields fliall fpring. 

2 Through endlefs Years thy glorious Name 

The Righteous fliall adore. 
When Sun and Moon have run their Courfe, 

And meafure Time no more. 
Thou ftialt defcend h'ke fofteft Drops 

Of kind celeftial Dews ; 
Or as a Show'r, whofe gentle Fall 

The joyful Spring renews. 

3 Thy Glory no Eclipfe fliall fee. 

But fliine divinely bright ; 
While from his Orb the radiant San 

Darts undiminifli'd Light, 
Converted Nations, bleft in Thee, 

Shall magnify thy Grace ; 
Call Thee their glorious Ransomer, 

And Hope of all their Race. 

4 With Love and facred Rapture fir'd. 

Thy lofty Name we'll fing : 
Thou only wondrous Things haft done. 

Thou everlafting King ! 
From all the Corners of the Earth, 

Let grateful Praife afcend : 
Let loud Amens^ and joylul Shouts^ 

The ftarry Convex rend* 
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PSALM LXXII. Metre iu 

K /^ R E A T Go», whofe uftiverfal Sway 
Vj The known and unknown Worlds obcy^ 
Now give the Kingdom to thy Son ; 
Extend his Power, exalt his ThroAe, 

2 Thy Sceptre well becomes his Hands; 
All Heav'n fubmits to his Commands ; 
His Juftice fhall avenge the Poor j 
And Pride and Rage prevail no more. 

3 With Pow*r He vindicates the Juft> 
And treads th' Oppreflbr in the Duft ; 
His Worfhip and his Pear (hall laft 

Till Hours, and Years, and Time be ,paft. 

4 As Rain on Meadows newly mown. 
So fliall He fend his Influence down t 
His Grace on fainting Souls diftiU, 
Like heavenly Dew on thirfty Hills« 

5 The Heathen Lands, that lie beneath 
The Shades of over-fpreading IXath, 
Revive at his firft dawning Light, 
And Deferts bloflbm at the Sight, 

6 The Saints fhall flourifh in his Days, 
Dreft in the Robes of Joy and Praife; 
Peace, like a River, from his Throna 
Shall flow to Nations yet unknown, 

pjR r 11. 

7 JESUS Ihall reign where'er the Sun 
Does his fucceflive Journies run : 

His Kingdom ftretch from Shore to Shores, 
, Till Moons fhall wax and wane no more. 
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8 To Him fliall endlefs Pray'r be made. 
And Princes throng to crown his H^ad ; 
His Name, like fweet Perfume, fliall rife 
With ev'ry Morning- Sacrifice, 

9 People and Realms of ev'ry Tongue 
Dwell on his Love with fweeteft Song ; 
And Infant- Voices fliall proclaim 
Their early BlelEngs on his Name. 

JO Bleffings abound where'er He reigns ; 
The Pris'ner leaps to loofe his Chains ; 
The Weary find eternal Reft, 
And all the Sons of Want are blefl. 

II Where He difplays his healing PowV, 
Death and the Curfe are known no more j 
In Him the Tribes of Jdam boaft , 

More Bleffings than their Father loft. 

I a Let evVy Creature rifc»and bring 
Peculiar Honours to our King ; 
Angels defcend with Songs again. 
And Earth repeat the loud ^men. 



PSALM LXXin. Mett« i. 



■N 



O W I'm convinc'd the Lord is kiad 
To Men of Heart fincere : 
Though once my foolifli Thoughts repin'd. 
And border'd on Defpain 



2 I griev'd to fee the Wicked thrive. 
And fpoke with angry Breath, 
♦* How pleafant and profane they live ! 
^^ How peaceful is their Death ! ** 
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3 Yet while my Tongue indulged Complaints^ 

I felt my Heart reprove; 
<« Sure 1 ihall thus offend thy Saints^ 
** And grieve the Men I love.** 

4 But ftill 1 found my Doubts too hard^ 

The Conflict too levere, 
Till I retir'd to fcarch thy Word, 
And learn thy Secrets there. 

5 There, as in fome prophetic Glafs, 

I faw the Sinner's Feet 
High mounted on a flippVy Place,. 
Befide a fiery Fit, 

6 I heard the Wretch profanely boaft,, 

Till at thy Frown he fell ; 
, His Honours in a Dream were loft,. 
And he awakes in Hell. 

7 Lord, what an envious J'ool I was !: 

How like a thoughtlefs Beaft ! 
Thus to i'ufpedl thy promis'd Grace, 
And think the Wicked bleft. 

8 Yet was I kept from full Defpair, ' 

Upheld by Fow'r unknown : 
That blefled Hand that broke the Snare, 
Shall guide me to thy Throne. 



PJRT II. 

9 G O D, my Supporter and my Hope, 
My Help for ever near, 
Thine Arm of Mercy held me up. 
When finking in Defpair. 
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10 Thy Counfels, Lord, fhall guide my Feet 

Through this dark Wildernefs ; 
Thine Hand condu6l me near thy Seat, 
To dwell before thy Face, 

1 1 Were I in Heav'n without my God, 

'Twould be no Joy to me ; 
And while this Earth is my Abode, 
I long for none but Thee. 

1 2 What if the Springs of Life were broke. 

And Flelh and Heart ftiould faint 1 
God is my Soul's eternal Rock, ' 
The Strength of ev'ry Saint, 

13 Behold, the Sinners that remove 

Far from thy Prefence die ; 
Not all the Idol-Gods they love , 
Can fave them when they cry. 

14 But to draw near to Thee, my God, 

Shall be my fweet Employ ; 
My Tongue fhall found thy Works abroad. 
And tell the World my Joy* 

PSALM LXXIIL Metre ii. 

1 T ORD, what a thoughtlefs Wretch was I, ' 
Ji J To mourn and murmur, and repine 

To fee the Wicked plac'd on high, 
In Pride and Robes of Honour fliine ! 

2 But, O their End ! their dreadful End ! 
Thy Sanftuary taught me fo : 

On llipp'ry Rocks I fee them ftand. 
And fiery Billows roll below. 
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3 Now let them boaft how tall they rife, 
ril never envy them again ; 

There they may ftand with haughty EyeSy 
Till they plunge deep m endlefe Paiiu 

4 Their fancVd Joys how faft they fice ! 
Jiift like a Dream when Man awakes; 
Their Songs of fofteft Harmony 

Are but a Preface to their Plagues. - 

5 Now I efteem their Mirth and Wine 
Too dear to purchafe with my Blood ; 
Lord, 'tis enough that Thou art Mine, 
My Life, my Foiltion, and my God« 

PSALM LXXIV. 

1 r\ THOU, whofe Hand has Ifrael led, 
V-/ His Fold enlarged, his Pafture fpread. 
Call to thy Thought the facred Band 
Once own d the Purchafe of thine Hand* 

2 The Heritage by Thee redeem'd ; 

Fair SiQr!% Mount, where copious ftream'd 
Th' eternal Light, — and fpoke her Shrine 
The Seat of Majesty divine. 

3 Thee from of old my King I fee. 

Nor knows my Heart a Friend but Thee : 
Thine Arm alone, in Jacobus Right, 
Hath turn'd each adverfe Pow'r to Flight. 

4 At thy Command, the wat'ry Deeps 
Afunder flood, in liquid Heaps : 
Thy Mandate Jordanh Channel dry'd. 
And backward roU'd its wond'ring Tide, 
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Thy Stroke the Rock's dark Entrails clave ; 
Forth from its Depth the foaming Wave 
Sprang inftant, — and with lengthen'd Traia 
Irriguous lav'd the thirfty Plain. 



PART II. 

6 BY Thee prepared, the Night and Day 
Alternate walk th* ethereal Way ; 

Thy Art the Light's thin Texture fputi. 
Ana with it cloth'd the radiant Sun. 

7 Thy Hand the Earth's vaft Fabrick rounds. 
Its Balance fixes, marks its Bounds ; 
With Summer's Show'rs its Glebe unbinds. 
Or wraps it with the wint'ry Winds. 

8 Parent of Nature ! God fupreme ! 
While Folly's Sons thy Afts blafpheme, 
O vimdicate thy Name from, Wrong, 
And filence the reproachful Tongue. 

9 Let not the Fangs of cruel Pow*r 
Thy trembling Turtle's Life devour. 
Nor dark Oblivion's Shade, our Pain ■ 
For ever from thy Thought detain. 

io O give the Flock that bears thy Name, 
Thy fed'ral M«rcy yet to claim : 
Behold within each cavern'd Cell 
Fraud, Violence, and Rapine dwell ! 

II Behold ! and let th' afBifted Poor, 
(From Terror and from Shame fecure) 
With grateful Heart, and joyous Tongue^ 
Wake to thy Praife the hallowM Song. 



( no ) 
PSALM LXXV. 

1 ^nr^HY Name, imrportal God, thy Name 

JL Our Love and higbeft Praile fhall claim ; 
Whofe Afls atteft Thee ever near. 
And plant within our Hearts thy Fear. 

2 ** Lift not the Horn, ye Sons of Pride, 
(The Lord, with fierce Rebuke, hath cry*d,) 
«* Lift not tbe Horn ! — nor thus in vain, 

** With ftubborn Neck, my Name profane.'* 

3 That God, whofe Word the Heav'ns outfpread. 
The regal Crown from Head to Head 
Transfers :— -Wealth, Honour, Pow'r, his Doom 
At Will fliall grant, at Will refume. 

4 His Hand the full-charg'd Cup prefents, 
While red with Wrath its Wine ferments, 
Whofe Mixture Earth's rebellious Train 
Low to its utmofl Dregs fhall drain. 

5 But I, with facred Tranfport fill'd. 
To Jacobs God my Praife will yield; 
Through Life's continual B ound, my Tongue 

' SbskVL wake to Him its thankful Song. 

I. PSALM LXXVL 

V'f^ O D^ls Glories Salem's Temple fill, 
fc VJ 4aireft on 5/Ws facred Hill : 

is Hand the Sword and Shield, 
ufelefs on the Field ; 
be Arrows wing'd with Fire, 
;ing War expire. 
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2 O cloih'd with Majefty divine ! 

O fay, what Strength fliall equal thine ! 
Not fuch the Mountain's Boaft, whofe Seat 
To Rapine's ^ns a fafe Retreat 
Prefents, — and, neighboring to the Sty, 
With awful Wonder ftrike the Eye. 

^ At thy Rebttlce, O Jacob's God, 

The Steed, whofe Hoofs in hoftile Blood 
Were dipt, — the Car that o'er the Plain 
Hufh'd headlong on, nor heard the Rein, 
With Horror ftruck,- confefs Thee nigh^ 
,And wrapt in Iron-Slumber lie, 

■4 Earth heard when God the Judgment gave. 
And rofe his injw'd Saints to fave.; 
In filent Dread beheld his Look, 
And inftant to her Centre ftioo,^— 
Thou, Thou alone, our Fear ihalt claim, 
Ye Nations bow, and own his Name ! 

5 Him ferve with Fear, and duteous bring 
Y©ur Prefents to the heav'nly King ; 
That King, whofe Sword, in Wrath apply'J, 
Lops In mid Growth the Tyrant's Pride, 
And, threatful, bids each earthly Throne 
Hit mightier 'Sway fubmiffiv^ owm 

PSALM LXXVn. 

•J nr^ O God I cry'd with mournful Yok^ 
X I fought his -gracious Ear, 
In the fad Day when Troubles rofe, 
And fiird the^Night with Fear, 

G . M 
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a My overwhelming Sorrows grew 
Till I could fpeak no more ; 
Then I within myfelf withdrew, 
And call'd thy Judgments o'er* 

3 I calPd back Years and ancient Times 
When I beheld thy Face ; 
My Spirit fearch*d for fecret Crimes 
That might withhold thy Grace, 



4 



I calTd thy Mercies to my Mind, 

Which I enjoy'd before ; 
And will the Lord no more be kind ? 

His Face appear no more? 



5 Will He for ever call me off? 
' His Promife ever fail ? 

Has He forgot his tender Love ? 
Shall Anger ftill prevail ? — 

6 But I forbid this hopelefs Thought, 

This dark, defpairing Frame, 
Remembring what thy Hand hath wrought ; 
Thy Hand is ftill the fame. 

7 ril think again of all thy Ways, 

And talk thy Wonders o'er ; 
Thy Wonders of recov'ring Grace, 
when Flefh could hope no more. ' 

8 Grnce dwells with Juftice on the Throne ; 

And Men that love thy Word 
Have in thy Sanftuary known 
The Counfcls of the Lord. 
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PART II. 

*9 M A K'E R of All ! At thy CommaHd 
Revers'd the Laws of Nature fland; 
Stupendous Scenes thy A£ts aflFord, 
And bid the Nations know their LonDr 

to Let Jacob and let Jofeph fay 

How ftrong thine Ann to chafe away 
Each Woe that waits thy People near^ 
Each Danger that excites their Fear. 

ii The Deeps beheld Thee, heav'nly King ! 
The Deeps beheld Th^e, — and each Spring 
That rofe from out their fandy Bed, 
Tumultuous own'd its fudden Dread. 

ti Inceflant from the tuffting Cloud 

Down ftream'd the bidden Rain;-^aloud 
PealM the big Thunder 5 — through the Sky 
Thy flaming Shafts were feen to fly. 

k 3 And, as thy Voice around the Pole 
In awful Threats was heard to roll. 
Earth trembling groanM, while o'er her Head 
Its livid Sheet the Lightning fpread. 

14 Wide yawn-d the Flood from Shore to Shore^ 
And op'd a Path unknown before. 

While lfraeV% Guardian and his God 
With tracklefs Step its Channel trod. 

15 As Sheep to diftant Paftures led^ 
Secure thy People march'd, convey'd. . 
By Mofes and by Aarof!% Hand^ 

1 o promised Cantimh happy Land. 



( t24 ) 

PSALM LXXVllL 

1 T E T Children hear the mighty Deeds 
1 ^ Which God performM of old ; 

Which in our younger Years we faw. 
And which our Fathers told« 

2 He bids us make his Glories known ; 

His Works of PowV and Grace ; 
And well convey his Wonders down 
Through ev'ry rifing Race, 

3 Our Lips ftiall tell them to our Sons, 

And they again to theirs; 
That Generations yet unborn 
May teach them to their Heirs. 

4 Thus ftiall they learn in God alone 
, Their Hope fecurely ftands. 

That they may ne'er forget his Works, 
But pradtife his Commands. 

PART IL 

5 O W H A T a ftiff rebellious Houfc 

Was JacoFs ancient Race ! 
Falfe to their own moft folemn Vows> 
And to their Maker's Grace. 

6 They broke the Cov'nant of his Love, 

And did his Laws defpife, 
Forgot the Worfcs He wrought to prove 
His PowV before their Eyes. 

7 They faw the Plagues on Egypt light 

From his revenging Hand : 
What dreadful Tokens of his Might 
Spread o'er the ftubborn Land. 
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S They faw Him cleave the mighty Sea, 
And march'd with Safety through, 
With wat'ry Walls to guard their Way, 
Till they had 'fcap'd the Foe. 

9 A wondrous Pillar markM the Road, 
Composed of Shade and Light ;. 
By Day, it prov'd a (heltVing Cloud, 
A leading Fire by Night. 

10 He from tfte Rock their Thirft fupply'd ; 

The gufhing Waters fell, 
And ran in Rivers bv their Side, 
A conftant Miracle. 

11^ Yet they provokM the LanD moft High, 
And dar'd diftruft his Hand :— 
«* Can He with Bread our Hoft fupply 
" Amidft this Defert Land ?" 

11 The Lord with Indignation heard. 

And caua'd his Wrath to flame ; 
His Terrors ever fiand prepared 
To vindicate his Name. 



f A R% IIL 

J3 WHEN Ifrael fins the Lord reproves, 
And fills their Hearts with Dread; 
Yet He forgives the Men He loves. 
And fends them -heav-nly Bread. 

14 He fed them witK:a lib'ral Hand, 
And made-his>Treafures known; 
He gave the. Midnight-Clouds Command 
To pour Provifion-down. 
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15 The Matma^ like a Morning-Show*iv 

Lay thick around their Feet ; 
The worn of Heav'n fo light, fo pure, 
As though 'twere Angels Meat. 

16 But they in murm'ring Language faid, 

" Manna is all our Feaft* 
" We loath this light, thij airy Bread ; 
" We muft have FUJh to taft^." 

17 "Ye fhall have Flefh to pleafc your Luft;" 

The Lord in Wrath reply 'd ; 
And fent theip ^qils^Xi^t Saad or Puft^ 
Heap'd up from Side to Si4e. 

18 He gave them all their own Defire ; 

And greedy as they fed, 
His Vengeance burnt with fecr?t Firp> 
And fmote the Rebels dead, 

19 When ibme were fbin, the reft rettim'di, 

And fought the Lokd with Tears ; 
Under the Rod they fear'd and mourn'd^. 
But ibon forgot their Fears. 

£© Oft He chaftis'd, and ftill forgave* 
Till, by his gracious Hand, 
The Nation He refolv'd to fave 
PoffeisM the promisM Land, 



PSALM LXXIX. 

T S RA EL^ Father and his God ! 
The Heathen Pow'rs thy lov*d Abodijl- 
Rapacious fei'^ie ;— ^fee ev'ry Foe 

Reproach and fierce Derifion throw*. 



-o 
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^ See, Lord, and fay how long thine Ire 
Shall blaze with unextinguifh'd Fire ? 
How long thy Flock are doom'd to prove 
The fad Sufpenfion of thy Love ? 

3 Bleft Saviour ! let thy Pow'r divine 
Confpieuous in our Relcue ftiine, 
And, IfraePs Trefpafs purg'd away. 
Thy boundlefs Clemency difplay. 

4 Say, why fhould the reproadiing Foe 
His Triumphs build oa IfraePs Woe, 
And alk, while thus thy Scourge we bear, 

** Where's now your Gob, ye Outcafts, where ?** 

^ O hear the wretched Captive's Groan ; 
The Souls whom Death has mark'd his own, 
Hafte, Lord, while helplefs thus we grieve. 
Thy loDg-loft People to relieve ! 

6 So fliall the Flock acknowledg'd Thint 
To Thee in grateful Praifes join, 
And, long as Ifrael boafts a Name, 
From Sire to Son tranfmit thy Fame. 

PSALM LXXX. 

J /^^ R E AT Shepherd of thine Ifrael^ 
Vjr Who doft between the Cherubs dweli. 
And ledft the Tribes, thy chofen Sheep, 
Safe through the Defert and the Deep. 

2 Thy Church is in the Defert now : 

Shine from on high and guide us througK ; 
Turn us to Thee, thy Love reftore. 
We fhall be fav'd, and figh n6 more. 
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3 Great God, whom heav'nly Hofts obey^ 
How long (hall we lament and pray, 
And wait in rain thy kind Return X 
How long fhall thy fierce Anger burn t 

4 Inftead of Wine and cheerful Bread, 

Thy Saints with theip own Tears are fed.;. 
Turn us to Thee, thy Love rellore. 
We fhall be fay'd, and figh no more. 

FJRT 11. 

5 HAST Thou not planted with thy Hands 
A lovely Fine in Heathen Lands ? 

Did not thy Pow'r defend it round, 
And heav'nly Dews enrich the Ground ? 

6 How did the fpreading Branches fhoot, 
And blefs the Nations with the Fruit ! 
But now, dear Lord, look down and fee 
Thy mourning Vine, that lovely Tree. 

7 Why is its Beauty thus defac'd ? 
Why haft thou laid her Fences w afte ^ 
Strangers and Foes againft her join, 
And ev'ry Eeaft devours thy Vine.' 

8 Return, Almighty God, return ;. 
Nor let thy bleeding Vineyard mourn : 
Turn us to Thee, thy Love reftore : 
We ihall be fav'd, and figh no more. 

P A R r III. 

9 LORD, when this Vine in Canaan grew> 
Thou waft its Strength and Glory too ! 

I AttacVd in vain by all its Foes, 
Till the fair Branch of Promife rofci 
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10 Fair Branch, ordain'd of old to fhoot 
From Davidh Stock, from Jacob\ Root ; 
Himfelf a noble Vine, and we 
The lefler Branches of the Tree : 

J I 'Tis thv own Son, and He fhall ftand 

Girt with thy Strength, at thy Right-Hand 5 
Thy firft-born Son, adorn'd and bleft 
With Pow'r and Grace above the reft, 

12 O ! for his Sake attend our Cry, 

Shine on thy Churches, left they die ; 
Turn us to Thee, thy Love reftore : 
We Ihall be fav'd, and figh no jnore, 

PSALM LXXXL 

1 Q I N G to tlie Lord aloud, 
O And make a joyful Noife : 

GoD is our Strength, our Saviour God; 
Let Ifrael hear his Voice, 

2 ** From vile Idolatry 

^' Preferve my Worfhfp clean ; 
^' I am the Lord who fet thee free 
*' From Slavery and Sin, 

3 " Stretch thy Defires abroad, 
" And I'll fupply them well ; 

** But if ye will refufe your God, 
« If Ifrael will rebel j 

4 " rU leave them, faith the Lord, 
" To their own Lufts a Prey, 

" /.nJ let them run the dangerous Rcfad ; 
" 'Xis their own chofen Way. 

G5 
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5 *^ Yet, O ! that art my Saints 

** Would hearken to my Voice ! 
( " Soon 1 would eafe their fore Complaint s^, 
" And bid their Hearts rejoice. 

6 *^ While I deftroy their Foe&, 
^^ I'd richly feed my Flock ; 

«« And they fbouM tafle tbe Stream that flows 
*' f rem their eternal RocK^" 

PSALM LXXXII. 

1 AMONG th* Aflem.hlies of the G reat,, 
Jl\. a greater Ruler takes his Seat ; 
The God of Hcav'h, as Judge, furveys 
Thofe Gods on Earth, ajid all their Ways- 

2 Why will ye then frame wicked Laws ? 
Or why fupport th' unrighteous Caufc ? 
When will ye once defend the Poor, 
That Sinners vex the Saints^no more ? 

3 They know not, Lord, nor will they knowj. 
Dark are the Ways in which they go ; 
Their Name of earthly Gods is vain, 

For they fhall fall and die like Men% 

4 Arife, O Lord, and let thy Son 
Poflefs his univerfal Throne, 

And rule the Nations with his Rod ; 
He is our Judge, and He our God^' 

PSALM LXXXIH. 

I T\iT Y God, no longer filent ftand; 
iVX No longer let thy pow'rful Hand 
Withhold' its oft-requefted Aid, 
While thus thy Foes our Peace invade, 
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% Behold them, Lord, their Arts employ. 
The Heav'n-raisM People to deftroy. 
The Souls, whom, with thy Favour crown'd^ 
Thy fecret Prefence wraps aroxiiKf. 

3 Their Leagues, their Plans, with frantic Aini, 
Againft Omnipotence they frame ; 

And, fir'd to Rage, with fierce Alarms 
The headlong Nations rufh to Arms. 

4 Swift as the fiery Deluge flrays. 
And wraps the Foreft in its Blaze, 
Or, furious, onward as it pours. 

The Mountains ihaggy Wafte devours. 

5 Let wild Confufion clothe their Cheek, 
And teach them, Lord, thy Name to feek. 
While Ruin, Death, and Shame, they fee 
To each ordain'd that errs from Thee. 

6 " Jehovah, fhall the Rebels cry, 
** Jehovah only reigns on high, 

** And o"er the Earth from Day to Day 
" Afferts his everlafting Sway.* 

PSALM LXXXIV. Metre 1. 

1 /^ GOD of Hofts, the mighty Lord, 
v^ How lovely is the Place 

Where Thou, enthron'd in Glory, ihew'ft 
The Brightnefs of thy Face ! 

2 My longing Soul faints with Defire 

T^o^view thy bleft Abode ; 
My panting Heart and Flelh cry out 
For Thee the living God. 
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3 The Sparrow chufcs where to reft, 
And for her Young provides a Nefl; 
But will my God to Sparrows grant 
That Pleafure which his Children want > 

4 Bleft are the Saints who fit on high 
Around thy Throne of Majefty j 
Thy brighteft Glories fhine above, 
And all their Work is Praife and Love^ 

5 Bleft are the Souls that find a Place 
Within the Temple of thy Grace ; 
There they behold thy gentler Rays, 
And feek thy Face, and learn thy Praife. 

6 Bleft are the Men whofe Hearts are fct 
To find the Way to Zion^s Gate ; 

God is their Strength ; and through the Road 
They lean upon their Helper God. 

7 Cheerful they walk with growing Strength^ 
Till All {hall meet in Heav'n at length. 
Till All bsfore thy Face appear, 

And join in nobler Worftilp there. 

PJRTU. 

8 GREAT Gop, attend while Z/5« fuigs 
The Joy that from thy Prefence fprings : 
To Iperid one Day with Thee on Earth, 
Exceeds a Thoufand Days of Mirth, 

^ Might I enjoy the meaneft Place 
Within thy Houfe, O God of Grace, 
Not Tents of £afe, nor Thrones of Pow'r 
Should tempt my Feet to leave thy Door. 
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10 God is onr Sun, he makes our Day ; 
God is our Shield, he guards our Way 
From all th' Affaults of Hell and Sin,, 
From Foes without and Foes within.. 

1 1 All needful Grace will Goi> beftow. 
And crown that Grace with Glory too : 
He gives us all Things, and withholds 
No real Good from, upright Souls* 

12 O God, our Kinq, wbofe fov'reign Sway 
The glorious Hofts of Heav'n obey, 

And Devils at thy Prefence flee; 
Blefl: is the Man that trufts in Thee. 
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1 T O R D of the Worlds abo ve^ 
I J How pleafant and how fair 
The Dwellings ot thy Love, 

1 hy earthly Temples are. 
To thine Abode 
My Heart afpires. 
With warm Defires 
To ibe my God. 

2 The Sparrow for her Youngs 
With Pleafure, feeks a Neft j. 
And wand'ring Swallows long 
To find their wonted' Reft': 

My Spirit faints \^ _ 
With equal Zeal, 

To rife and dwell > /^^ [ 

Among thy Saints. : - ..■ :..■ '. 
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3. O happy Souls that pray : 
Where God appoints to hear I 
O happy Men that pay 
Their conflant Service there! 

Th^y praife Thee ftill j 

And happy they 

That lovethe Way^ 

To zion's mm 

4 They go from Strength' to Strength, 
Through this dark Vale of Tears, 
Till Each drives at length. 

Till Each in Heaven appears : 

glorious Seat, 
When God our King 
Shall thither bring 
Gur willing Feet I 

PJRTIl. 

5 T O fpend one facred Day 
Where God and Saints abide,. 
Affords diviner Joy 

Than Thoufand Days befide. 
Where Goo reforta 

1 love it more . 
To keep the Door 
Than fliine in Courts. 

6 God is our Sun and Shield, 
Our Liglit and our Defence ; 

^ With Gifts his Hands are fill'd, 
We draw our BlefBngs thence ; 
[^ He fhall bellow 

On Jacobs Race 

Peculiar Grace 

And Glory too. 
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3 The Lord his People loves ; 
His Hand no Good withholds 
From thofe his Heart approves, 
From pure and pious Souls*: 

Thrice happy he, 

O God of Hofts, 

Whofe Spirit trufts 

Alone in Ther. 

PSALM LXXXV. 

1 T O R D", thou haft callM thy Grace to mind^ 
JLj Thou haft reversM our heavy Doom ;, 

So Gop forgave when Israel finnM, 

And brought bis wandVmg Captives homer 

2 Thou haft begun to fet us free. 
And made thy fierceft Wrath abate ; 
Now let our Hearts be turn*d to Thee,t 
And thy Salvation be compleat. 

3 Revive our dying Graces, Lord, 
And let thy Saints in Thee rejoice ; 
Make known thy Truth, fulfil thy Word ;^ 
We wait for Praife to tune our Voice, 

4 We wait to hear what Goo will fay; 
He'll fpeak, and give his People Peace :. 
But let them run no more aftray, 

Lt ft his returning Wrath increafe. 

pjRT n. 

5 S A LVAT I O N is for ever nigh 

The Souls that fear and truft the Lord;, 
And Grace defqending from on-, high, 
Frefli Hopes of Glory fliall affords. 
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6 Mercy and Truth on Earth are met, 
SinceCHRisT the Lord came down fromHeavli > 
By his Obedience fo eompleat, 

Juftice is pleas'd, and Peace is giv'n. 

7 Now Truth and Honour ftiall abound^ 
Religion dwell on Eartb again, 

And heav'nly Influence blefs the Ground, 
In our Redeemeh's gentle Reign. 

8 Pure Rightcoufncfs (her healing Wing 
Expanding) down to Earth defcends ) 
Prepares thy Way, eternal King ! 
And all thy Children'^ Sieps attends. 
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t np O my Complaint, O Lord my Gopj 

1 Th y gracious Elar incline ;, 
Hear me, diftreft and deftitutc 
Of all Relief but Thine*. 

a To me, who daily Thee invoke. 
Thy Mercy, Lord,, extend : 
Refrefh thy Servant's Soul, whofe Hopes- 
On Thee alone depend. 

3, Thou Lord art good,, not only good, 
But prompt to pardon too ; 
Of plenteous Mercy to all thofe 
Who for thy Mercy fue. 

^ Thee will I praife, O Lord my God, 
Praife Thee with Heart fincerej 
And to thy ever-glorious Name 
Eternal Trophies rear. 
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5 For Thou thy conftant Goodncfs didft 
To my Affiftance bring ; 
Of Patience, Mercy, and of TrutK 
The everlafting Spring*. 

PSALM LXXXVIL 

1 /^^ O D in his earthly Temple lays^ 
VJ Foundations for his heav'nly Prs^ife : 
He likes the Tents of Jacob well^ 

But ftill in Zion loves to dwell. 

2 His Mercy vifits every Houfe 

That pay their Night and Morning Vows ^ 
But makes a more delightful Stay 
Where Churches meet to praife and pray.. 

J What Glories were defcrib'd of old ! 
What Wonders are of Zion told ! 
Thou City of our God below, 
Thy Fanje ihall 23fr^ aiid Egypt know... 

4 ^S^yp^ ^"^ ^^^» 2ind Greek and JeWy 
Shall there begin their Lives anew : 
Angels and Men fhall join to fing 
The Hill where living Waters fpring. 

5 When GO0. makes up his laft Account . ; 
Of Natives in his holy Mount, 

'Twill be an Honour to appear 

As one new born or nourilh'd there. 

PSALM LXXXVIIL 

1 TVyfY Saviour God, by Night, by Dap 
IVx To Thee I pour r»y Cries ; 
Let my fad Plaints, while thus I pray,. 
Before thy 1 hrone acife. 
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a Low in the Depth's unfathomM Night 
1 hou throw*ft my trembling Soul ;. 
On me thine awftl Judgments lighr^ 
And all thy Tempefts rolL 

3. No friendly P'eet approach me nigh ;.. 
Abhor'd as one that's dead, 
To Thee (who only hear'ft my eryy 
My fuppiiaiit Hands I fpread; . 

4 O fay fhall mightieft Ads be fliown. 

Where Ueath triumphant reigns > 
The Dead to make thy Wonders knowii^ . 
Burft their fepulcbral Chains ?. 

5 Shall Love^ l?ke thine, and'Truth appear- 

Where Darknefs all Thin« hides ? 
Thy Righteoufnefs be publiih'd where 
Forgetfulnefs prefides ?—• < 

6 Like breaking Seas, wiCK roigtey Fbrcftj 

Thy Tenrors bear me down ? 
And, with avaft united Courfe^., 
My ev'ry Comfort drown*. 

PSALM LXXXIX. Metre itf 

l^ TV^ Y never-ceafing Songs fiiall (how. 
JIVX The Mercies of the Lord ; 
And make fuccceding Ages know 
How faithful is his Wordi 

% ThQ facted Truths his Lips pronounce 
Shall firm as Heav'n endure ; 
And if He fpeak a Promife oncc,^ 
Th' eternal Grace-is fure* 
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'3 How long the Race of David held 
The promis'd Jewijh Throne ! 
But there's a nobler Covenant feal'd 
To DavicTs greater Son. 

4 His Seed for ever fliall poflefs 

A Throne above the Skies ; 
The meancft &ubjc6t of his Grace 
Shall to that Glory rife, 

5 Lord, God of Hofts thy wondrous Ways 

Are fung by Saints above ; 
And Saints on Earth their Honours raife 

Tq thy unchanging Love. j 



^6 WITH Rev'rence let the Saints appear, 
And bow before the Lord ; 
His high Commands attentive hear, 
And tremble at his Word. 

7 How terrible tliy Gtof ies he 1 

How bright thine Armies fliifte ! 
Where is the Pow'r that vies with Thee ? 
Or Truth compar'd to Thine ? 

8 The Northern Pole and Southern reft 

On thy fupporting Hand ; ' 
Darknefs and Day from Eaji to PFeJi 
Move round at thy Commajnd. 

9 Thy Words the raging Wind control. 

And rule the boifFrous Deep ; 
Thou mak*ft the fleeping Billows roll,' 
The rolling Billows fleep* 
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10 Heav'n, Earth, and Air, and Sea are Thine, 

And the dark World of Hell ; . 
How did thine Arm in Vengeance fliioe 
When Egypt durft rebel ! 

11 Juftice and Judgment are thy Throne, 

Yet wondrous is thy Grace : 
While Truth and Mercy joinM in one 
Invite us near thy Face. 

PART in. 

12 B LEST are the Souls that hear and know 

The Gofpel's joyful Sound ; 
Peace (hall attend the Paths they go. 
And Light their Steps furround. 

1 3 Their Joy ftiall bear their Spirits up^ 

Through their B.edeemer's Namcl 
His Righteoufnefs exalts their Hope, 
Nor Satan dares condemn. 

14 The Lord, our Glory and Defence, 

Strength and Salvation gives: 
Ifraelj thy King for ever jeigns. 
Thy God for ever lives. 

PART IV. 

15 Hear what the Lord in Vifion faid^ 

And made his Mercy known : 
** Sinners, behold yout Help is laid 
** On my Almighty Son. 

t6 « High fhall He reign on David^s Throne, 
** My People's better King ; 
** My Arm fhall beat his Rivals down, 
*' And ftill new Swhjcas bring. • 



V 
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j-y c€ My Truth fhall guide Him in his Way, 
" With Mercy by his Side ; 
** While in my Name, thro' Earth and Sea 
^* He Ihall in Triumph ride, 

18 " My firft-born Son, array'd in Grace, 

<' At my Right-Hand fhall fit ; 
" Beneath Him Angels know their Place, 
" And Monarchs at his Feet. 

19 " My Covenant ftands for ever faft ; 

** My Promil'es are ftroM : 
^« Firm as the Heav'ns his Throne fliall laft, 
*^ His Seed endure as long." 

PART V. 

20 « YET (faith the Lord) \i David's Race, 

« The Children of my Son, 
" Should break my Laws, abufe my Grace, 
" And tejnpt mine Anger down. 

St I « Their Sins Y\\ vifit with the Rod, 
" And make their Folly finart; 
" But I'll not ceafe to be their God, 
" Nor from my Truth depart, 

22 " My Cov'nani I will ne'er revoke, 

" But keep my Grace in Mind; 
** And, what eternal Love hath fpoke, 
« Eternal Truth Ihall bind. 

23 *^ Once have I fworn, (I need no more) 

** And pledg'd my Holinefs 

" To feal the facred Promife fure 

** To David and his Race. 
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24 ^ rThe Sun fhall fee his Offspring rife, 

** And fpread from Sea to Sea, 
'" iiong as he travels round the Skies 
** To give the Nations Day. 

25 '^ Sure as the Moon that rules the Night 

** His Kingdom fhall endure ; 
« Till the fiK'a Laws of Shade and Light 
« Shall be obferv'd fto liore.^ 

PART VI. 

26 T H I N K> mighty tjQD, on feeble Maa ! 
41ow few Ws Hours ! how fliort his Span ! 

Short from the Cradle to the Grave : 
Who can fecure his vital Breath 
Againft the bold Demands of Death ? 

With Skill to fly, or PowV to fave ? 

27 Lord, ihall it be for ever faid, 

" The Race of Man was only made 

«< For Sicknefs, Sorrow, atid the Duft ?'* 
Are not thy Servants Day. by Day 
Sent to their Graves and turn'd to CJay ? 
Lord, where's thy Kindnefs to the Juft ? 

i8 Haft thcfu jiot promis'^d to thy Son, 
And all his Seed, a heav'nly Crown ? 

But Flefh and Senfe indulge Defpair : 
For ev6r bleflfed be the Lord ! 
That Faith can read his holy Word, 

And find a Refurreftion there. 

29 For ever bleffed be the Lord ! 

Who gives his Saints a rich Rew'nrd 

For all their Toil, Reproach, and Paiii j 
Let All below, and All above, 
Join to proclaim thy wondrous Love, 

_ ^And Each repeat a loud Jfnen* 
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PSALM LXXXIX. Metre ii* 

MY grateful Tongue, immortal King, 
Thy Mercy fhall for ever fing. 
My Verfc to Time's remoteft Day 
Thy Truth in facred Notes difplay : 
O Thou, with endlefs Glory crown'd. 
And Faith unfullied veils Thee round ! 

From Thee, amid th' aerial Space, 

The North and South affume theif Place ; 

While Tabor^s Brow, with Ev'ning red. 

And Eaftern Hermon's unfhorn Head, 

Wide through their echoing Groves thy Name 

In Songs of grateful Joy proclaim. 

; Strong is thine Arm ; thy fteadfaft Will 
Thy Hands with fure EfFeft fulfil ; 
While Juftice, 'mid th' ethereal Plain, 
And Equity thy Throne fuftain. 
And white-rob'd Truth and Mercy fair 
Thy Steps precede, thy Path prepare. 

. O Blefl, who know that facred Sound 
Which fp reads the joyful Tidings round. 
And fpeaks a Jubilee begun, 
Which through eternal Years fhall run!— 
Around their Steps thy Light fliall fhine. 
And ev'ry Beam declare them thine. 

; How fhall they joy, from Day to Day, 
Thy bounJlefs Mercy to difplay; 
Thy Righteoufnefs, indulgent Lord, 
With holy Confidence record ; 
Thy Strength their fureft Refuge deem, 
Tliy Grace their Dignity fupreme! 
H 
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PART II. 

« THOU Lor© haft weigh'd our evVy Fault, 
And thine all-fearching Eyes 
Mark and arreft each guilty Thought 
Which veil'd in Darknefs lies. 

9 Our fleeting Days are fwiftly, blown 
Before thy ang'ry Blaft ; 
Our Years, like empty Tales, are gone. 
Which fcarce a Moment laft. 

ao 'Tis but a few, whofe Days amount 
To threefcore Years and ten ; 
And all beyond that ihort Account 
Is Sorrow, Toil, and Pain* 

11 So teach us to compute our Days, 

And fo our Hearts apply, 
That fafely we, through Wifdom's Ways, 
May reach Eternity., 

12 Return, O Lord, and grant fome Reft 

To all thy Servant's Woes ! 
Our Hearts, with early Mercies bleft. 
To holy Joys difpofe ! 

13 Let Heav'n fucceed our painful Years, 

Let Srn and .Sorrow ceafe ; 

And in Proportion to our Tears, 

So make our Joys increafe, 

14 Thy Wonders to thy Servants fliow, 

Make thy own Work cornpleat ; 
Then fhall our Souls thy Glory know, 
And own thy Love was great. 
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1 ^T^ H E E-, Lord, their Refuge, Thee alone^, 

X From earlieft Age, thy People own : . 
Thou, e'er the Mountains rofe to Birth, 
And, while unfonn'd the Heav'ns and Earth, 

For ever God 1 

2 A Thoufand Years to thy Survey 
Are as the Hours of Yefterday; 

A Watch in Night one fcarce perceives 
When prefent, — and when abfent leaves 

No Trace bchifidL. 

3 Our Life, with all its Toil and Care^ 
Diffolves away in empty Air ; 

Or as a Phantom of the Night 
Glides by the weak, deluded Sight,- 

And fcarce is feem. 

4 Or like the Grafs which fprings to view. 
By ShowVs refrefh'd,. or early Dew j 
Anon, beneath the Mower's Hand, 
Swept down, all wither'd, ftrows the Lanct 

By clofing Day», 

5 Thine Eyes our inmoft Guilt can read. 
Thy Prefence on each impious Deed, 
(That ftudious fhuns the Sight of Day), 
Refiftlefs darts its fearching Ray, 

Thou Judge of Alt 

6 O who thy Terrors juftly weighs ! 
Who to thy Pow'r fubmiffive pays 
Proportion'd Homage ? — Teach us Thou 
To count Life's Moments as they flow, 

» And learn to die.. 
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PART II. 

7 RETURN, OGoD of Hosts, return t 
How long fliall we thine Abfence mourn ! 
Return, and let thy wonted Love 

' Our Sins fubdue, our Gri/efs remove 

With fpeedieft Aid.. 

8 O vifit with enlivening Grace 

Thy Servants labouring in Diftrefs y 
Regard thy Mercy's dear Defign, 
And raife with Lenity divine 

Their fainting Scula*^ 

9 Thy bounteous Goodnefs, Lord, impart, 
And fill with Joy each drooping Heart : 
In thine Indulgence may we relt,. 

Since wretchecf Man alone is Weft 

Beneath thy Smile* 
10 On Souls devoted to be thine, 

And on their Race, through Ages fhine ; 
Their pious Labotirs deign to own. 
Aid them in doing, and, when done, 

Accept and blefs; 

PSALM XCL Metre i. 

1 T T O W bleft the Man, how fafe from Harm, 
AJ. Who to his Saviour flies ! 

And on his Truth and mighty Arm 
Alone for Help relies ! 

2 He fiom the Fowler's fecret Snare 

Thy trembling Feet fliall guide ; 
And fliield from Plagues that walk the Air 
With Death's gigantic Stride, 

3 His overfpreading Wings of Love 

Shall fure Prote£Vion yield ; 
While his eternal Truth /hall prove 
Thine adamantine Shield. 
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4 What though ftrange Terrors fill the Night ? 

Death's Shafts obfcure the Day ? 
He, thy Salvation's Strength and Light^ 
Shall chafe each Fear away. 

5 What tho' fierce Plagues, through horrid Gloom, 

With wild Deftrudion reign ? 
Though 1 houfands rbund thee crowd the Tomb^ 
Ten Thoufand prefs the Plain ? 

i Thine Eyes fliall fee his vengeful Rod,. 
And not one Fear moleft j 
In the high Friendfliip of thy GoB^ 
Supremely liafe and bleft* 

7 Y E Sons of Men, a feeble Race> 

ExposM to ev'ry Snare, 
Come, make the Lord your Dwelling-place^ - 
And try, and trufl his Care*. 

8 No 111 {hall enter where you dwell ; 

Or if the Plague come nigh, 
And fweep the Wicked down to Hell^ 
'Twill raife the Saints on high. 

9 He'U give his Angels Charge to keep 

Your Feet in all their Ways ; 
To watch your Pillow while you fleep^ 
And guard your happy Days. 

10 Their Hands {hall bear you, left you falll 
And da{h againfl the Stones : 
Are they not Servants at his Call, 
And lent t' attend his Sons. ?• 
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1 1 Adders and Lions ye fhall tread ; ' . 

The Tempter's Wiles defeat : 
He that hath broke the Serpent's Head,, 
Puts him beneath your Feet. 

12 «^ Becaufe on Me they fet their Love,. 

" I'll fave th^m, (faith the Lord) 
^ I'll bear their joyful Souls above 
" Deftruftion, "and the Sword* 

13 " My Grace fliall anfwer when they call ;: 

*< in Trouble I'll be nigh : 
** My Pow'r fhall help them when they fall,. 
^^ And raife them when they die. 

14 " Thofe that on Earth my Name have known,^ 

^^ I'll honour them in Heav'n ; 
*^ There my Salvation fliall be fliown, 
*^ And endlefs^Life be^giv'n." 
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1 TT E that hath made his Refuge God, 
X X Shall find a moft fecure Abode ; 
Shall walk all Day beneath his Shade, 
And there at Night fhall reft his Head. 

2 Then will I fay, " My God, thy Pow'r 
«' Shall be my Fortrefs and my Tow'r ; 
<« I, that am form'd of feeble Duft,. 

<« Make thine Almighty- Arm my Truft.'* 

'3 Thrice happy Man ! Thy Maker's Care 
Shall keep thee from the Fowler's Snare, 
Satan the Fowler, who betrays 
"Unguarded Souls a Thoufand Ways. 
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4 Juft as a Hen prote6ls her Brood 

From Birds of Prey that feek their Blood 
Under her Feathers ; fo the Lord 
Makes his own Arm his People's Guard- 

5 If burning Beams of Noon confpire 
To dart a peftilential Fire, 

God is their Life, his Wings are fpread- 
To fhield them with an healthful Shade. 

6 If Vapours with malignant Breath 
Rife thick,, and fcatter Midnight-Death, 
Ifrael is fafe : The poifon'd Air 
Grows pure, if IfraePs GoD be there. 
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7 THOUGH Thoufands by thy Side are flain,. 
- And Myriads round Thee prefs the Plain, 

No Dart fliall thy Deftruftion dare. 
Nor Wound whom God has bid to fpare. 

8 And fince thy Heart (to God refign'd) 
In Hi m its Refuge boafts to find ; 
No Dangers fhall thy Path await. 
Nor enter thy protefted Gate, 

9 While round thee plac'd, th' Angelic-Train 
Thy Steps with tend'reft Care fuftain, 

Safe fhalt thou walk through Ways unknown. 
Nor ftrike thy Foot againft a Stone. 

10 Go, fearlefs on the Dragon tread. 
And prefs the proflrate Lion's Head : 
Go, crufh the Serpent, though his Veins ] 

Lodge half the Poifon of the PlainSt 
Hs 
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11 Thus faith the Lord, «' Thy filial Love 
*' I mark, and all thy A6\s approve : 

*« For this thy Head aloft I'll rear, 
" Bow to thy Pray'r my willing Ear. 

12 *' Thy Fcirs avert, thy Griefs attend, 
(Thy God, thyGuARbiAN,and thy Frienu) 
Thy Years prolong ; and to thy Heart 
My health-difpenflng Grace impart." 

PSALM XCII.^ Metre i. 

I rr^'H O U who art enthroned ahove, 
1 Thou by whom we live and movef 
O ho>^ fweet with joyful Tongue 
To refound thy Praile in Song ! 
When the Morning paints the Skies, 
When the fparkling Stars arife, 
All thy Favours to rehearfe, 
And give Thanks in graieful Verfc 

% Sweet the Day of facred Reft 
When Devotion fills the Breaft ; 
When we dwell within thy Houfe, 
Hear thy Word, and pay our Vows t 
Notes to Heav'n let us raife, 
Fill its Courts with joyful Praife; 
I^et repeated Hymns proclaim 
Great Jehovah's awful Name. 

2 From thy Works our Joys arife, 
O 1 hou only good and wife ! 
Who thy Wonders can declare ? 
How profound thy Counfels are ! 
Warm our Hearts with facred Fire, 
Grateful Fervors ftill infpire ; 
All our Pow'rs, with all their Mighty 
Ever in thy Praife unite. 



r rss ) 
PSALM XCII. Metre ii. 

1 QWEET is rhe Work, my God, my King, 
k3 To praife thy Name, give Thanks and fitig;. 
To fhew. thy Love by Morning-Light, 

And talk of all thy Truth at Night. 

2 Sweet is the Day of facred Re 3:, 

No mortal Cares fliall feize mv Breaft; 
O may my Heart in Tune be found 
Like David's Harp of folemn Sound ! 

3 My Heart fhall triumph in my Lord, 
And blefs his Works, and blcfs his Word : 
Thy Works of Grace, how bright tliey fliine ! 
How deep thy Counfels ! How divine ! 

4 Fools never raife their Thoughts fo high ; 
Like Brutes they live, like Brutes they die ; 
Like Grafs they flourifli, till thy Breath 
Blaft them in everlafting Death. 

5 But I fhall fliare a glorious Part, 

When Grace hath well refin'd my Heart,. ; 

And freih Supplies of Joy are fhed, 
Like holy Oil, to cheer my Head. 

6 Sin (my worft Enemy before) 

Shall vex my Eyes and Eats j;o more : 
My inward Foes fliall all be flain. 
Nor Satan break my Pedce again. 

7 Then fliall I fee, and hear, and know 
All I defir'd or wifli'd below ; 

And ev'ry Pow'r find fweet Employ 
hi that eternal World of Joy^ 
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PJRTll. 

8 T O R D, 'tis a pleafant Thing to ftand 
I J In Gardens planted by thine Hand 5 
Let me within thy Courts be feen 

Like a young Cedar^ frefti and green. 

9 There grow thy Saints in Faith and Love, 
Bleft with thine Influence from above ; 
Not Lebanon with all its Trees 

Yields fuch a comely Sight as thefe, 

10 The Plants of Grace fhall ever live ; 
(Nature decays, but Grace muft thrive) 
Time, that doth all Things elfe impair. 
Still makes them flourifh ftrong and fair., 

11 Laden with Fruits of Age, they (hew 
The Lord is Holy, Juft, and True : 
None that attend his Gates fhall find 
A God unfaithful or unkind, 

P S-A L M XCill. Metre i. 

1 TTZITH Glory clad, with Strength array'd^ 

VV The Lord that o'er all Nature reigns ; 
The World's. Foundation ftrongly laid. 
And the vaft Fabrick ftill fuftains. 

2 How fure eftabliffi'd is thy Throne ! 
Which fhall no Change or Period fee ; 
For Thou, O Lord, aaid Thou alone,, 
Art GoD from all Eternity. 

3 The fwelling Floods tumultuous rife. 
Aloud the angry Tempefls roar, 
Lift their proud Billows to the Skies, 
And foam and lafli the trembling Shore* 
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4 The Lord, the mighty God^ on high, 
Controls the fiercely raging Seas ; 

He (peaks ! — and Noife and Tempeft fly^. 
The Waves fink dowjj iii gentle Peace. 

5 Thy fovereign Laws are ever fure, 
Eternal Holinefs is Thine ; 

And, Lord, thy People fhould be pure^ , 

And in thy bleft Refemblance fhlne, 

PSALM XaiL Metre ii, 

1 'T^ H E Lord jEHavAH reigns, 

X And royal State maintains. 
His Head with awful Glories crown'd i. 

Array'd in Robes of Light, 

Begirt with fovereign Might, 
And Rays of Majefty around. 

2 Upheld by thy Commands 
The World feeurely ftands ; 

And Skies and Stars obey thy Word': 

Thy Throne was fix'd on high, 

Before the ftarry Sky ; 
Eternal is thy Kingdom, Lord. 

3 In vain the noify Crowd, 
Like Billows fierce and loud, 

Againft thine Empire rage and roart 

In vain with angry Spite, 

The furious Nations fight. 
And da(h like Waves againft the Shore,. 

Let Floods and Nations rage. 

And all their PowVs engage ; 
Let fwelling Tides affault the Sky : 

The Terrors of thy Frown 

Shall beat their Madnefs down ; 
Thy Throne for ever ftands on high* 
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5 Thy Promifes are true. 

Thy Grace is ever new : 
There fix'd thy Church fhall ne'er remove; 

Thy Saints with holy Fear 

Shall in thy Courts appear, 
And fing thine everlafting Love. 

PSALM XCIV. 

n /^ GOD, to whom Revenge helongs, 
V-/ Proclaim thy Wrath aloud ; 
Let fov'rejgn Pow'r redrefs our Wrongs, 
Let Juftice fmite the Proud. 

2 They fay, " The Lord nor fees nor hears /' 

When will the Fools be wife ! 
Can He be deaf, who fornrd their Ears ? 
Or blind, who made their Eyes ? 

3 He knows their impious Thoughts are vain^ 

And they fhall feel his Pow'r ; 
His Wrath fhall pierce their Souls with Pain, 
In fome furprizing Hour, 

4 But if thy Saints deferve Rebuke, 

Thou haft a gentler Rod ; 
Thy Providences and thy Book 
Shall make them know their God. 

5 Blefl is the Man thy Hands chaftife. 

And to his Duty draw : 
Thy Scourges make thy Children wife^ 
When they forget thy Law. 

6 But God will ne'er cafl off his Saints, 

Nor his own Promife break; 
He pardons his Inheritapce, 
For their Redeemjer's Sake* 
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PART II. 

7 W H O will arife and plead my Right 

Againft my numerous Foes, 
While Earth and Hell their Force unite,. 
And all my Hopes oppofe ? 

8 Had not the Lord, my Rock, my Help^ 

Suftain'd my fainting Head, 
My Life had now, in Silence dwelt. 
My Soul among the Dead. 

9 " Alas ! my Aiding Feet !" I ery'd; 

Thy Promife was my Prop : 
Thy Grace ftood conftant by my Side;. 
Thy Spirit bore me up. 

xo While Multitudes of mournful Thoughts 
Within my Bofom roll ; 
Thy bound le is Love forgives my Faults^.^ 
1 hy Comforts cheer my Soul. 

1 1 Pow'rs of Iniquity may rife. 

And frame pernicious Laws ; 
But God my Refuge rules the Skies, 
He >yill defend my Caufe. 

12 Let Malice vent her Rage aloud, ' 

Let bold Blafphemers feoff; 
The Lord our God fhall judge the Proud^,. 
And cut the Sinners off. 

PSALM XCV. . Metre.!. ^ 

I /"^ O M E, found his Praife abroad,. 
V-^* And Hymns of Glory flng; 
Jehovah is the fov'reign GoD, 
The univerial King* 



t6dy PSALM XCV: 

2 He formM the Deeps unknown ; 
He gjive the Seas their Bound ; 

The wat'ry Worlds are all his own ;: 
And all -the folid Ground. 

3 Come, worfhip at his Throne ; 
Come, bow before the Lord : 

We are his Work, and not our own^^ 
He form'd us by his Word. 

/^, To-day attend his Voice, 
Nor dare provoke his Rod ; 
Come, like the People of his Choice,. 
And own your gracious GoD^ 

5 But if your Ears refufe 
The Language of his Grflce, 

And Hearts grow hard, like ftubborn Jcws^ 
That unbelieving Race, 

6 The Lord, in Vengeance dreft> 
Will lift his ttand and fwear, ^ 

*^ You that defpife my promis'd Reft 
" Shall have no Portion there." 
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1 QING to the Lord Jehovah's Name, 
O And in his Strength rejoice ; 

When his Salvation is our. Theme, 
Exalted be our Voice. 

2 With Thanks approach his awful Sight, 

And Pfalms of Honour fmg ; 
The Lord's a God of boupdlefs Might, 
^ The whole Creation's King. 
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3 Let Princes hear, let Angels know, 

How mean their Natures feem ; 

■ Thofe Gods on high, and Gods below. 

When once compar'd with Him. 

4 Earth, with its Caverns dark and deep,, j 

Lies in his fpacious Hand ; 
He fix'd the Seas what Bounds to keep,. 
Anid where the Hills muft ftand. 

5 Come, and with humble Souls adore. 

Come, kneel before his Face j 
O may the Creatures of his Pow'r 
Be Children of his Grace ! 

6 Now is the Time, He bfends his Ear, 

And waits for your Regueft ; 
Come, left He rouze his Wrath, and fwcar^ 
« Ye fhali not fee my Reft," 
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X /^ CO ME, loud Anthems let us fing, 
V-/ Loud Thanks ta our Almighty King : 
For we our Voices high ihouJd raife. 
When our Salvation's Rock we praife, 

2 Into his Prefence let us hafte. 

To thank Him for his Favours paft ;. 
To Him addrefs, in joyful Songs, 
The Praife that to his Name belongs* 

3 The Depths of Earth are in his Hand, 
Her fecret Wealth at his Command : 

The Strength of Hills that threat the Ski^&i 
Subjefted to his. Empire liesu 
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4 The rolling Ocean's vaft Abyfs 

By the fame fov'reign Right is His ;. 
'Tis mov'd by the Almighty Hand 
That form'd and fix'd the folid Land, 

5 O let us to his Courts repair, 
And bow with Adoration thBre, 
Down on our Knees devoutly All 
Before the Lord our Maker fall. 
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2 Q I N G to the Loud, ye diftant Lands^. 
O Ye Tribes of ev'ry Tongue : 

His new-difcover'd Grace demands 
A new and nobler Song, 

a Say to the Nations, Jesus reigns, 
God's own Almighty Son ; 
His Pow'r the fmking world fuftains^ 
And Grace farrounds his Throne, 

3 Let Heav*ii proclaim the joyful Day,. 

Joy thro' the Earth be feen ; 
Let Cities fliine in bright Array,, 
And Fields in cheerful Greem 

4 Let an unufual Joy furprife 

The Iflands of the Sea : 
Ye Mountains fink, ye Valleys rife^. 
Prepare the Lord his Way. 

5 Behold He comes ! He comes^to blefs. 

The Nations as their God ; 
To fliew the World his Righteoufnefs,, 
k And fend his I'ruth abroad, . 
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6 But when his Voice Ihall raife the Dead, 
And bid the World draw near, 
How will the guilty Nations dread 
To fee their Judce appear ! 

PSALM XCVL Metre ii. 

1 Q ING to the Lqrd fome new-taught Song j 
i3 Earth, to his Name the Note prolong : 
Till Realms remote his Ads have known, 
And Man's whole Race his Wonders own. 

2 Great is the Lord, and great his Praife : 
What God liice Him our Fear can raifc? 
Not fuch as Heathen Lands afford, 
Created firft, and then ador'd. 

3 Yield to his Name the Honoura d'ue; 
Oft to his Courts your Way purfue 
With folemn Step ; and joyful bring 
The OfFVing to your heav'nly King. 

4 Before the Beauty of his Shrine, 
Ye Saints, in low Proftration join ; 
Ye Natives of each diftant ShorCj^ 
His Pow'r reyere ; his Name adore. 

5 O tell to All whom Earth fuftains, 
O tell them, that Jehovah reigns; 
That All who ifRie from it's Womb 
Shall hear from Him th* unerring Doorat 



Exult, ye Heav n$, exult, O Earth, 
And, (Partner in the facred Minh) 
Let Oce^n in it's Fulnefs rife, 
An. I Thunder to the difiant Skies,. 
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7 Rich in his Gifts, ye Fields, rejoice ; 
While, in his Praife, the Woods their Voice 
Exalt, and hail, with lowly Nod, 

The Prefence of th' approaching God* 

8 He comes in awful Pomp array'd, 

He comes to judge the World He made i. 
Truth fliall with Him the Caufe decide. 
And Equity his Sentence guide. 

PSALM XCVL Metre iii. 

% T ET all the Earth their Voices raife 
jL/ To fmg the choiceft Pfalm of Praife,. 

To fing and blefs Jehovah's Name : 
His Glory let the Hexithens know. 
His Wonders to the Nations fhow, 

And all his faving Works proclaim^ 

afejjhe Heathens know thy Glory, Lord ; 
^te wond'ring Nations read thy Word, 

in Britain is Jehovah known r 
Our Worfliip fhall no more be paid 
To Gods which mortal Hands have made j; 

Our Maker is our God alone, 

5 He fram'd the Globe, He built the Sky, 
He made the fhining Worlds on high, 

And reigns com pleat in Glory there v. 
His Beams are Majefty and Light;, 
His Beauties how divinely bright.! 

His Temple how divinely fair ! 

4 Come the great Day, the glorious Hour,. 
When Earth fhall feel his faving Pow'r, 

And barbVous Nations fear his Name ; 
Then fhall the Race .of Man confefs 
The Beauty of his Holinefs, 

And in his Courts his Grace proclaim.! 



.y 



( 165 ) 

PSALM XCVII. Metre i.' 

E Iflands of the Northern Sea 
Rejoice, the Saviour reigns; 
His Word, like Fire, prepares his Way, 
And Mountains mek to Plains. 

2 His Prefence finks the proudeft Hills^ 

And makes the Valleys rife : 
The humble Soul enjoys his Smiles^ 
The haughty Sinner dies* 

3 The Heav'ns his rightful Pow'r proclaim ; 

The Idol-Gods around 
Fill their own Worfliipp^rs'with Shame, 
And totter to the Ground. 

4 Adoring Angels at his Birth 

Make the Redeem^er known ; 
Thus 'fliall He come to judge the Earth, 
And Angels guard his Throne. 

5. His Foes ftiall tremble at his Sight, 
And Hills and Seas retire : 
His Children take their fecret Flight, 
And leave the World in Fire. 

6 The Seeds of Joy and Glory fowu 
For Saints in Darknefs here. 
Shall rife and fpring in Worlds unknown, 
And a rich Harveft bear. 

PSALM XCVIT. Metre ii. 

I t'TE reigns; the Lord, the Saviour reigns! 
jn Pjaife Him in evangelic Strains : 
Let the whole Earth in Songs rejoice, 
And diftant Iflands join their Voice, 
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12 Deep are his Counfels and unknown ; 
But Grace and Truth fupport his Throne: 
Though gloomy Clouds his Way furround^ * S 
Juftice is their eternal Ground. 

3 In Robes of Judgment, lo, He ^ometj 

Shakes the wide Earth, and cleaves the Tombs ! 
Before Him burns devouring Fire, 
The Mountains melt, the Seas retire! 

4 His Enemies, with fore Difmay, 

Fly from the Sight, and Ihun the Day; 
Then lift your Heads, ye Saints, on high. 
And fing, for your Redemption's nigh. 

PJRTIL 

5 T H E Lord is come; the Heav'ns proclaun 
His Birth ; the Nations learn his Name ; 

An unknown Star direfts the Road 
Of Eaftern Sages to their GoD. 

<6 All ye bright Armies of the Skies, 
Go, worfliip where the Saviour lies : 
Angels and Kings before Him bow, 
Thofe Gods on high, and Gods below. 

7 Let Idols totter to the Ground, 

And their Own Worfhippers confound : 

But Judah fhout, but Zion fmg, 

And Earth confefs her fov'reign King. 

PART m. 

8 TH' Almighty reigns exalted high 
O'er all the Earth, o'er all the Sky; 
Tho' Clouds and Darknefs vail his Feet^ 

tIJs Dwdling is the Mepcy-fexU ^ ^ 
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9 O ye that love his holy Name, 

Hate ev'ry .Work of Sin and Shame : 
He guards the Souls of all his Friends, 
And from the Snares of Hell defends. 

10 Immortal Light, and Joys unknown. 
Are for the Saints in Darknefs fown ; 
Thofe glorious Seeds fhall fpring and rife^ 
And the bright Harveft blefs our Eyes. 

21 Rejoice, ye Righteous, and record 
The facrcd Honours of the Lord ; 
None but the Soul that feels his Grace, 
Can triumph in his Holinefs. 

PSALM XCVIIL Metre u 

1 'TT^O our Almighty Maker, God, 

JL New Honours be addreft ; 

His great Salvatiori fliines abroad, 

And makes the Nations bleft. 

2 He fpake the Word to Mr'ham firft ; 

His Truth fulfils the Grace ; 
The Gentiles make his Name their Truft, 
And learn his Righteoufnefs. 

3 Let the whole Earth his Love proclaim 

With all her difPrent Tongues ; 
And fpread the Honours of his Name 
In Melody and Songs. 

PART IL 

4 JOY to the World; the Lord is. come ! 

Let Earth receive her King : 
Let ev'ry Heart prepare Him Room^ 
And Heav'n and Nature fmg. . 
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5 Joy to the Earth, the Saviour reigns ! 

Let Men their Songs employ ; 
While Seas and Shores, Rocks, Hills and Plains, 
Repeat the founding Joy^ 

6 No more let Sins and Sorrows grow. 

Nor Thorns infeft the Ground ; 
He comes to make his Bleffings flow, ^ 
FaraS^ the Curfe is found. 

7 He rules the World with Truth and Grace; 

And makes the Nations prove 
The Glories of his Righteoufnefs, 
And Wonders of his Love. 

P B A L M XCVIII. Metre ii. 

1 Ql N G to the God whom we adore 9 
O O fit?g, in Strains unheard before, 
The Merties fliown us from above. 
The Wonders of redeeming Love : 
His holy Arm Salvation fends. 
And Conqueft on its Stroke attends. 

:2 His Juftice through the World has fhin'd ; 
His Truth, with endlefs Mercy join'd. 
Now feals the Promife of his Grace 
To faithful AhrloanC^ chofen Race ; 
And Earth, to juft Obedience aw'd. 
Has own'd her Saviour and her God. 

3 To Him who claims th' eternal Sway, 
To Plim the vocal Tribute pay : 
Him let the hoarfe-refounding Tide, 
With All that in its Depths refide, 
I Praife, thank, and blefs, in loudeft Strains ; 
Him Earth, and All wbom^arth fullains. 
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4 Yc Floods, triumphant clap the Hand j 
Ye cloud-topt Hills, exulting ftand ; 
See, thron'd aloft in awful State, 
(While Man's whole Race his Sentence wait) 
The Judge fupreme his Scale affume ; 
And Equity diredls the Doom. 

PSALM XCIX. 

1 'T^ H E God Jehov ah reigns, 

JL Let all the Nations fear ; 
Let Sinners tremble at his Throne, 
And Saints be humble there. 

2 Jilsus the Saviour reigns. 
Let. Earth adore its Lord : 

Bright Cherubs his Attendants ftand, 
Swift to fulfil his Word. 

3, In Zion is his Throne, 
His Honours are divine ; 
His Church Ihall make his Wonders known, 
For there his Glories flxine. 

4 How holy is his Name ! ^ . 
How terrible his Praife ! 

Juftice and Truth, and Judgment join 
In all his Works of Grace. 

pjRr II. 

5 E X A L T the Lord otir God, 
And worfhip at his Feet ; 

His Nature is all Holinefs, 
And Mercy is his Seat. 

6 When Ifrael was his Church, 
When jiiaron was his Prieft, 

When Mofes cry'd, when Samuel pray'd, 
He gave his People Reft. 
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7 Oft He forgave their Sins, 

Nor would deftroy their Race ; 
And oft He made his Vengeance known 
When they abus'd his Grace, 

S Exalt the Lord our God, 

Whofe Grace is ftill the i'ame ; 
£till He's a God of Holinefs, 
And jealous for his Name. 

PSALM XCIX. Metre fi. 

1 TEHOVAH reigns : Ye Nations own, 
J With proftrate Hearts, his Sway z 
Between the Cherubs flands his Throne j 

Earth ! tremble and obey. 

2 Let Each, with humble Joy elate. 

Before thy Footftool bow ; 
Thee, ceafelefs, praife : For who fo Great, 
So Holy, Lord, as Thou ? 

3 By God with facred Honours crown'd, 

See AfofeSj Aaron fee ; 
And Samuelj ever faithful found. 
To Him incline the Knee. 

4 To Him the favoured Three aloud 

The frequent Vow prefer'd. 
And, inftant, from the pillar'd Cloud, 
His awful Anfwer heard. 

5 With wakeful Zeal their Bofoms burn'd, 

Obfervant of his Will, 
With Joy the heavenly Precept learn'd. 
And hailen'd to fultil. 
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6 To Thee, great God, their ev'ry PrayV 

In full Acceptance rofe : 
Thy Hand their Weaknefs knew to fpare. 
And, pitying, heal'd their Woes. 

7 Yet could thy Wrath, when Sin had dar'd 

Their erring Breaft to ftain, 
Deal to their Guilt a juft Reward, 
And vindicate thy Reign. 

8 Let Each, with humble Joy elate. 

On Sion^s Mountain bow ; 
Thee, ceafelefs, praife : For who fo Great> 
So Holy, Lord, as Thou ? 



PSALM C. 

1 ALL People that on Earth do dwell, 
jTV Sing to the Lord with cheerful Voice j 
Him ferve with Fear, his Praife forth-tell. 
Come ye before Him and rejoice. 

2 The Lord, ye know, is God indeed, 
Without our Aid He did us make ; 
We are his Flock, He doth us feed, 
And for his Sheep He doth us take. 

3 O ent^r then his Gates with Praife, 
Approach with Joy his Courts unto ; 
Praife, laud, and blefs his Name alwayj, 
For it is feemly fo to do. 

4 For why ? the Lord our God is good. 
His Mercy is for ever fure : 

His Truth at al^ Times finnly flood. 
And fhall from Age to Age endure. 
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FERSION II. 

1 T T 7 I T H one Confent let all the Earth 

VV To God their cheerful Voices faife. 
Glad Homage pay with hallow'd Mirth, 
And fing before Him Songs of Praife. 

2 Convinc'd that He is God alone. 
From whom both wc and All proceed ; 
We whom He choofes for his own. 
The Flock that He vouchfafes to feed« 

3 O enter then his Temple-Gate, 
Thence to his Courts devoutly prefs, 

~ And flill your grateful Hymns repeat. 
And flill nis Name with Praifes blefs. ^ 

4 For He's the Lord, fupremely good. 
His Mercy is for ever fure^ 

His Truth, which always firmly flood. 
To endkfe Ages fhall endure. 

VERSION m. 

1 TJ ET ORE Jeho V ah'« awful Throne 
J3 Ye Nations bow with facred Joy : 
Know that the Lord is God alone ; 
He can create, and He deflroy, 

2 His fov'reign PowV, without our Aid, 
Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men : 
And when like wandering Sheep we flray'd. 
He brought us to his Fold again. 

3 We are his People, we his Care, 

Our Souls, and all our mortal Frame :-^ 
What lafling Honours fhall we rear. 
Almighty Maker, to thy Nuuvc ? 
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4 We'll crowd thy Gates with thankful Songs ; 
High as the Heav'ns our Voices raife ; 

And Earth, with her ten Thoufand Tongues, 
Shall fill thy Courts with founding Praife. 

5 Wide as the World is thy Command ! ^ 
Vaft as Eternity thy Love ! 

Firm as a Rock thy Truth rauft ftand. 
When rolling Years fhall ccafe to move*^ 

PSALM CL 

1 AX F Jufticc and of Grace I fing, 
V^ And pay my Gop niy Vovirs ; 
Thy Grace and Juftice, heav'niy King^ 

Teach me to rule my Houfe» 

2 Now to my Tent, O God, repair, 

And make thy Servant wife ; 

ril fuffer Nothing near me there. 

That fhall offend thine Eye§;, 

3 The Man that doth his Neighbour wrong 

By Falfhood or by Force, 
The fcornful Eye, the fland'rous Tongue, 
rU thruft them from my Doors. 

4 ril feek the Faithful and the Juft, 

And will their Help enjoy ; 
Thefe are the Friends that 1 will truft. 
The Servants I'll employ. 

5 The Wretch that meditates Deceit 

I'll not endure a Night ! 
The Liar's Tongue I ever hate. 
And banifli from my Sight. 



174 PSALM CI. 

6 I'll purge roy Family around. 
And make the Wicked flee ; 
So fhall my Houfe be ever Ibund 
•A Dweliing meet for Thee. 



PSALM CII. 



\. 



1 Y 1 EAR me, O GO0, nor hide thy Face>.^ 
n But anfwer, left 1 die : 

Haft Thou not built a Throne of Grace, 
To hear when Sinners cry ? 

2 My Days are wafted like the Smoke 

Diflblving in the Air : 
My Strength is dry'd, my Heart is broke. 
And finking in Defpain 

3 So walks the Pelican diftreft, 

The Bird of l^ight fdihrieks: 
So the fad Sparrow, from his Neft, 
His loft t^ompanion feeks. 

4 Senfe c^n afford no real Joy 

To Souls that feel thy Frown i 
Lord, 'twas thy Hand advanced me high> 
Thy Hand hath caift me down* 

5 My Looks like withered Leaves appear; 

And Life's declining Light 
Grows faint as Ev'ning Shadows are 
That vanifli into Night. 

6 But Thou for ever art the fame, 

O my eternal God ; 
Ages to cpn>e fliall know thy Name, 
And fpread thy Works abroad^ 
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7 Thon wilt arife, and fhew thy Face,. 

Nor will my Lord delay 
Beyond th' appointed Hour of Grace, 
That long-expefted Day. 

8 He hears his Saints, He knows their Cry, 

And by myfterious Ways 
Redeems the Pris'ners doom'd to die. 
And fills their Tongues with Fraifei 



PART U. 

9 L E T Zion and her Sons rejoiccj 
Behold the promis'd Hour : 
Her God hath heard her mourning Voice, 
And comes t' exalt his Pow'r# 

10 Her Duft and Ruins that remain. 

Are precious in our Eyes; 
Thofe Ruins fhall be built again^ 
And aU that Duft fhall rife. 

11 The Lord will raife Jerufalem 

And ftand in. Glory there ; 
Nations fhall bow before his Name, ^ 
And Kings attend with Fear. 

12 He fits a Sovereign on his Throne, 

With Pity in his Eyes : 
He hears the dying Pris'ners groan. 
And fees their Sighs arife. 

13 He frees the Souls condemn'd to Death, 

And when his Saints complain, 
'Twill ne'er be faid, " That praying Breath 
*^ Was ever fpent-in vain.^ 
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14 This (hall be known when we arc dead. 

And left on long Record, 
That Ages yet unborn may read. 
And truft and praife the Lord* 

p J R r iiL 

15 IT is the Lord our Saviour's Hand 
Weakens our Strength amidft the Race ; 
Difeafe and Death at his Command 
Arreft us, and cut fliort our Days. 

16 Spare us, O Lord, aloud we pray. 
Nor let our Sun go down at Noon 5 
Thy Years are one eternal Day, 
And muft thy Children die fo foon ? 

17 Yet in the Midft of Death and Grief 
This Thought our Sorrow fhall afluage • 
** Our Father and our Saviour live; 

" Christ is the fame through every Age." 

18 'Twas He this Earth's Foundation laid ; 
Heav'n is the Building of his Hand ; 

This Earth grows old, tbeie Heav'ns fhall fade. 
An J all be changed at his Command. 

19 The ftarry Curtains of the Sky, 
Like Garments fhall be laid alide ; 

But flill thy Throne flands firm and high ; 
Thy Church for ever muft abide. 

ao Before thy Face thy Church fhall live. 
And on thy Throne thy Children reign; 
This dying World fhall they furvive, 
And the dead Saints be rais'd again* 
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PSA L M cm. Metifel. 

1 /\ BLESS the Lord, my Soul ! 
V-^ Let all within me join. 

And aid my Tongue to blefs his Name, 
Whofe Favours are divine, 

2 O blefs the Lord, my Soul ! 
Nor let his Mercies lie 

Forgotten in Unthankfulnefs ; 
And without Praifes die. 

3 *Tis He forgives thy Sins, 
'Tis He relieves thy Pain, 

'Tis He who heals thy Sickneffes, 
And makes thee young again. 

4* He crowns thy Life with Love, 
When ranfom'd from the Grave ; 
He that redeemed my Soul from Hell, 
Hath fovereign Pow'r to fave. 

5 He fills the Poor with Good; 
He gives the SufF'rers Reft ; 

The Lord hath Judgments for the Proud, 
And Juftice for th' Oppreft. 

6 His wondrous Works and Ways 
He made by Afofes known ; 

But fent the World his Truth and Grace, 
By his beloved Son. 

PART IL 

7 MY Soul, repeat his Praife, 
Whofe Merdes are fo great ; 

Whofe Anger is fo flow to rife. 
So ready to abate. 

.1 s 
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8 God will not always chide ; 
And when his StrcAiies are felt. 

His Strokes are, fewer ^than our Crimes, 
And lighter than our Guilt, 

9 High as the Heav'ns are rais'd 
Above the Ground we tread. 

So far the Riches of his Grace 
Our higheft Thoughts exceed. 

10 His Pow'r fubdues our Sins, ' 
And his forgiving Love 

Far as the Eq/i is from the IFefiy 
Doth all our Guilt remove. 

1 1 The Pity of the Lor D 

To thofe that fear his Name, 
Is fuch as tender Parents feel ; 
He knows our feeble Frame. 

12 He knows we are but Duft 
Scattered with ev'ry Breath ; 

His Anger, like a rifmg Wind, 
Can fend us fwift to Death ! 

13 Our Days are as the Grafs, 
Or like the Morning-FlowV : 

If one fharp HI aft fweep o'er the Field, 
It withers in an Hour. 

14 But thy CompafSons, Lordj 
To enHlefs Years endure,} 

And Children's Children ever find 
Thy Word of Promife fure. . 
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PART III. 

15 THE Lord, the fov'reign King, 
Hath fix'd his Throne on high ; 

O'er all the heav'nly World He rules, 
And All beneath ihe Sky. 

16 Ye Angels, great in Might, 
And fwift 16 do l.is Will, 

Blefs ye the Lord, whofe Voice ye hear, 
Whofe Plcafure ye fuliil. 

17 Let the bright Hofts who wait 
The Orders of their King, 

And guard his Churches when they pray ; 
Jom in the Praife they^fing. 

18 While all his wondrous Works 
Through his vaft Kingdom Ihew 

Their Maker's Glory, — thou, my Soul, 
• Shalt fmg his Graces too. 

PSALM ClIL Metre ii. 

1 T5 LE S S, O my Soul, the living God, 

j3 Ca:ll home thy Thoughts that rove abroad ; 
Lt:t all the Pow'rs wjthin me join 
In Work and Worfliip fo divine. 

2 Blefs, O my Soul, the God of Grace ; 
His Favours claim thy higheft Praife : 
Wliy fhould the Wonders He hath wrought 
Be loft in Silence, and forgot ? 

3 'Tis He, my Soul, that fent his Son ^ 
To die for Crimes which thou haft done : 
He ov^^ns the Ranfom, and forgives 
Th'e hourly Follies of our Lives, 
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4 The Vices of tlie Mind He heals. 
And cures the Pains that Nature feels : 
RedeeiDS the Soul from Hell, and faves 
Our wafting Life from threatening Graves, 

5 Our Youth decay 'd, his Pow'r repairs ; 
His Mercy ciowns our growing Years : 
He fatisfies our Mouth with Good> 

And fills our Hopes with heav'nly Food. - 

6 Let the whole Earth his Po>yer confefs ; 
Let the whole Earth adore his Grace ; 
The Gentile with the Jew fhall join 

In Work and Worfliip lb divine. 
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7 T H E Lord abounds with tender Love, 
And unexampled Afts of Grace : 

His wakened Wrath does flowly move. 
His willing Mercy flows apace. 

8 As high as Heav'n its Arch extends. 
Above this little Spot of Clay ; 

So much his boundlefs Love tranfcends 
The fmall RefpeSs thi^jt we can pay. 

9 Al5 far as 'tis from Eaft to fVeJi^ 
So far has He out Sins remov'd ; 
Who with a Father's tender Hreaft 
Has fuch as fear Him always lov'd. 

lo For God, who all our Frame furveys, 
Confi^ers that we are but Clay ; 
How frefti foe'er we feem, our Days 
Like Grafs or Flow'rs muft fade away. 
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11 Whilft they are nipt with fudden Blafts, 
Nor can we find their former place ; 
God's faithful Mercy ever lafts 

To thofe that fear Him, and their Race» 

/ 

12 Let ev'ry Creature jointly blefs 

The mighty Lord ; and thou my Heart 
With grateful Joy thy Thanks exprefs. 
And in this Confort bear thy Part. 
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1 T\/r Y Soul, thy great Creator praife ; 
JLVX When cloth'd in his celeftial Rays 
He in full Majefty appears. 

And like a Robe his Glory wears. 

2 The Heav'ns are for his Curtains fpread ; 
Th' unfathom'd Deep He makes his Bed : 
Clouds are his Chariot, when He flies 
On winged Storms acrofs the Skies. 

3 Angels, whom his own Breath infpires. 
His Minifters, are flaming Fires ; 

And fwift as Thought their Armies move, 
To bear his Vengeawce or his Love. 

4 The World's Foundations by his Hand 
Are pois'd, and fhall for ever fl:and ; 
He binds the Ocean in his Chain, 

' Left it fhould drown the Earth again. 

5 When Earth was cover'd with the Flood, 
Which high above the Mountains ftood. 
He thunder'd, and the Ocean fled, 
Confln'd to its appointed B<;d» 
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20 There Ships dvyide their wat'ry Way, 
And Flocks of fcaly Monfters play ; 
There dwells the huge Leviathan^ 
And foams and fports in fpite of Man* 

PART IV. 

21 VAST are thy Works, Almighty Lord ! 
All Nature refts upon thy Word, 

And the whole Race of Creatures ftands. 
Waiting their Portion from thy Hands. 

7.2 While each receives his difF'rent Food, 
Their cheerful Looks pronounce it good ; 
Eagles and Bears, and Whales and Worms, 
Rejoice and praife in different Forms. 

23 But when thy Face is hid, they mourn, 
And dying, to their Duft return ; ■ 
Both Man and Beaft their Souls refign ; 
Life, Breath and Spirit, all are Thine. 

24 Yet Thou can ft breathe on Duft again ^ 
And fill the World with Beafts and Men*; 
A Word of thy creating Breath 
Repairs the Waftes of Time and Death. 

^5 His Works, the Wonders of his Might, 
Are honour'd with his own Delight \ 
How awful. are his glorious Ways ! 
The Lord is dreadful in his Praife, 

26 The Earth ftands trembling at thy Stroke ; 
And at thy Touch the Mountains fmoke ; 
Yet humble Souls may fee thy Face, 
And tell their Wants to fov'reign Grace. 



PSALM CIV. i8s 

27 In Thee my Hopes aiid Wifties meet. 
And make my j^editations fweet ; 
Thy Praifes fhall my Breath employ 
Till it expire in endiefs Joy. . 

28 While haughty Sinners die accurft. 
Their Glory bury'd with their Duft, 
I to my God, my heav'nly King, 
Immortal Hallelujahs fing. 

PSALM ev. 

X C\ RENDER Thanks, and blefs the LoitD> 
yJ Invoke his facred Name : 
Acquaint the Nations with his Deeds, 
His matchlefs Deeds proclaim. 

% Sing to his Praife In lofty Hymns, 
His wondrous Works rehearfe ; 
Make them the Theme of your Difcourfe, 
The Subjeft of your Verfe. 

3 Rejoice in his Almighty Name, r 

Alone to be ador'd ; 
And let their Hearts o'erflow with Joy 
Who humbly feek the Lord. 

4 Seek ye the Lord, his faving Strength 

Devoutly ftill implore ; 
And where He's ever prefent, feek 
His Face for evermore. 

5 O let the Works his Hands have wrought 

Your Admiration move ; 
Think on the Judgments of his Mouth, 
And Wonders of his Lovet 
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6 His Cov'nant, which He kept in Mini 

For num'rous Ages paft,- 

^To num'rous Ages yet behind. 

In equal Force fliall laft. 

PART II. 

7 G O D fware to Ahr^ham-ztiA his See<f>. ' 

And made the Bleffings fure; 
Gentiles the ancient Promife read, 
And find his Truth endure. 

, 8. *• Thy Seed ftiall make all Nations bleft;, 
(Said the Altn^hty Voice) - 

«^ And Canaart^ Land fhall be their Reft, ^ 
" The Type erf heav'nly Joys.*" 

9, How large the Grant ! How rich the Graces, 
To give them CanaarCs Land, 
When they were Strangers in the Placcy . 
A little feeble Band. 

to Like Pilgrims through the Countries round 
' Securely they remov'd ; 

And haughty Kings that on them frown'd,. 
Severely Jie reprov'd. 

II ^* Touch mine Anointed, and my Arm 
** Shall foon revenge the Wrong ; 
« The Man that does my Prophets Harm, 
" Shall know their God is ftronor." 



'&• 



12 Then let the World forbear its Rage, 

Nor put the Church in Fear : 

Jfrael muft live through ev'ry Age, 

And be th' Almight/s Care^ 
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P J R T III. 

13 THUS were the Tribes from Bondage brought^ 

And left the hated Ground ; 
Each fome Egyptian Spoils had got^ 
And not One feeble found. 

14 The Lord hinifelf chofe out their Way, 

And mark'd their Journeys right ; 
Gave them a leading Cloud by Day, 

A fiery Guide by Night, ' 

15 They thirft; and Waters from the Rock 

In rich Abundance flow ; 
And following ftlll the Courfe they took^^ 
Ran all the Defert through, 

16 O wondrous Stream ! O blefled Type 

Of evdr-flowing Grace ! 
So Christ our Rock maintains our Lifd ' 
Through all this Wildernefs, 

17 Thus guarded by th' Almighty Hand, 

The chofen Tribes poffell 
Canaan the rich, the promised Land, 
And there enjoy'd their Reft, 

18 Then let the World forbear its Rage, 

The Church renounce her Fear ; 
Ifrael muft live through ev'ry Age, 
And be th' Almighty's Care. 

PSALM CVL Metre i. 

I r\ RENDER Thanks to God above, 
V^ The Fountain of eternal Love, 
Whofe Mercy firm through Ages paft 
Has ftood, and (hall for ever laftt 
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2 Wlio can his mighty Deeds exprefs. 
Not only vaft, but numberlefs ? 
What mortal Eloquence can raife 
His Tribute of immortal Praife ? 

3 Happy are they, and only they. 
Who from thy Judgments never ftray. 
Who know what's right, not only fo. 
But always praflife what they know. 

4 Extend to me that Favour, Lord^ 
Thou to thy Chofen doft afford ; 
When Thou retum'ft to fet them free. 
Let thy Salvation vifit me. 

5 O ! may I worthy prove to fee 
Thy Samts in full Profperity ! 
That I the joyful Choir may join, 
And count thy People's Triumph mine. 

PSALM CVL Metre ii. 

1 T E T Songs of Joy to God afcend, 

JLj Whofe Love nor Limit knows nor End ; 
But O, what Tongue in equal Lay 
His A^s can fpeak, his Praife difplay ? 
Thrice happy who with fteadfaft Will 
The Di<^ates of his Law fulfil ! 

2 O grant me, with thy Flock, to prove 
The Pow'r of thy redeeming Love ; 
And while thy Mercy on our Heads 
The Fulnqfs of its Bleffing fheds. 
With them th' accepted Hymn to fmg 
To Thee, my Saviour and my King. 
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3 Too faithful Followers of our Sires, 

Our Life with theirs, great GoD, confpires 
Thy Wrath on this our Realm to call. 
And teach thy Terrors here to fall ; 
Where foon Oblivion can eflFace 
Each Aft of thy ftupcndous Grace. 

4 Yet, ftiH our Father, ftill our Friend, 
To IfraePs Voice, great God, attend 5 
That Sion with delighted Ear 

The hallow'd Strains again may hear : 
Thy Name the Subjedl of each Song, 
Thy Praife the Boaft of ev'ry Tongue. 

5 O, thankful, hail th' Almighty Lord, 
The God by JacoFs Sons ador'd : 

To Him through endlefs Ages raife 
One Song of oft-repeated Praife : 
And let confenting Nations join 
To blefs, with Us, the Name divine. 

PSALM cvn. 

1 rr^ O God above from All below 

A Let Hymns of Praife afcend ; 
Whofe Bleffings unexhauftcd flow, 
Whofe Mercy knows no End. 

2 But chief by thofe his Name be bleft> 

To whom his Aid He gave ; 

Beheld them by the Foe opprefs'd. 

And reach'd his Arm to fave. 

3 To Eaft, to Weft, to South, to North, 

CondemnM awhile to roam j 
His Hand in Pity brought them fortl% 
And call'd tke Wand'rers home. 



} 
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4 Behold them o'er the Defert ftray, 

A helplefs, hopelefs Train : 
Some City where their Steps to flay. 
They fcek, but feek in vain. 

5 Ah ! what fhall cheer their fainting mind> 

Or what their Woes afluage, 
To Thirll's affliaive Pain confign'd. 
Or Famine's fierceft Rage ? 

t Diftrefs'd, to GoD they make their PrayV: 
He guides, direfts their Feet ; 
And, fafe in his protefting Care, 
They reach their deftin-d Seat, 

7 O then that All would blefs, his Name, 
Whofe Mercy thus they prove, 
And, pleas'd, from Age to Age proclaim 
The Wonders of his Love. 
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B W H O o'er the Waves from Shore to Shore 
The Gifts of Commerce bear. 
The Wonders of the Deep exploire. 
And own that God is there. 

•19 By thefe his Works are feen ; his Ways 
By tliefe are underllood : 
He (peaks the Word : the Storm obeys. 
And rijQng lifts the Flood. 

10 Now high as Heav'n the Bark afcends. 
Now fceks the Depth below : 
Each Heart beneath the Terror bends. 
An* melts with inward Woe. 
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11 As gorg'd with Wine, in wiU Amaiie 

They reel from Side to Side : 
Nor Hope furvives, their Souls to raife. 
Nor Reafon wakes to guide. 

12 Diftreft, to God they make their Pray'r; 

Obedient to his Will, 
The Storms that rag'd, their Rage forbear. 
The Seas that roar'd, are ftill. 

13 Joy now revives each anxious Mind; 

They fee their Labour o'er ; 
Then, led by Him, their Haven find. 
And touch the wiih'd-for Shore. 

14 O then that All would blefs his Name, 

Whofe Mercy thus they prove ; 
And, pleas'd, from Age to Age proclaim 
The Wonders of his Love. 
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55000 fpeaks ; and lo, a burning Waftc, 
Where roU'd the Floods before ; 
And, touch'd by the defcending Blaft, 
The Springs are feen no more. 

16 Sad Witnefs of fome dire OflFence, 

Behold the fertile Soil 
No more its wonted Gifts difpenfe. 
But mock the Tiller's Toil. 

17 He bids ; and o'er the Defert wide 
. The liquid Lake is fpread : 

New Springs the thirfty Earth divide, 
And murm'ring lift the Head, 
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1 8 And now they fow the foodful Gram, 

The tender Vine they reaf ; 
Now waves the Harveft o'er the Plarn^ 
' And Plenty crowns the Year, 

19 Anon, if, funk with heavieft Wcse, 

They feel Opprcflion's Pow*r ; 
Though civil Rage, or conquering Foe^ 
Their boafted Strength devour ; 

i 

ao His Hand affords the wifliM Rcleafe ; 
Colle<ftiJ their fcatterM Train ; 
And bids them like the Flocks increale 
That fill the verdant Plain- 

21 His Works attentive while it fees. 
The Heav'n^inftriiaed Mind 
Shall own ho^v equal his Decrees, 
His Providence how kind. 
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1 A\ GOD, my Heart Is fully bent 
V-r To magnify thy Name j 

My Tongue, with cheerful Songs of Praifi 
Shall celebrate thy Fame, 

2 Awake, my Lute, nor thou, my Harp, 

Thy warbling Notes delay ; 
While I, with early Hymns of Joy, 
Prevent the dawning Day. 

3 To all the lift'ning Tribes, O Lord, 

Thy Wonders 1 will tell. 
And to thofe Nations fing thy Praife 
That round about us dwell. 
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4 Becaufe thy Mercy's boundlefs Height 

The higheft Heav'n tranfcends ; 
And far beyond the afpiring Clouds 
Thy faithful Truth extends. 

5 Be Thou, O God, exalted high 

Above the ftarry Frame ; 
And let the World, with one Confent, 
Confefs thy glorious Name, 

6 That all thy chofen People Thee 

Their Saviour may declare. 
Let thy Right-Hand proteft me ftill. 
And anfwer Thou my Pray'r, 

PSALM CVIII. Metre ii. 

1 /^ G O D my Heart is fix'd, is bent, 
V^ Its thankful Tribute to prefent ; 

*And, with my Heart, my Voice I'll raife 
To Thee my God, in Songs of Praife. 

2 Awake niy Glory,— Harp and Lute, 
No longer let your Strings be mute ; 
And 1, my tuneful Part to take. 
Will with the early Dawn awake. 

3 Thy Praifes, Lo^d, I will refound 
To all the lift'ning Nations round ; 
Thy Mercy higheft Heav'n tranfcends. 
Thy Truth beyond the Clouds extends. 

4 Be Thou, O God, exalted high. 
And as thy Glory fills the Sky ; 
So let it be on Earth difplay'd. 
Till Thou art here as there obey'd. 

K 



( 194 ) 
PSALM CVIII. Metre iii. 

1 X^Y Heart, bleftSAvioim, is refign'd, 
j\jL And fixM to ev'ry Point cnjoin'd 

By thydivine Decree ; 
ni praife Thee with my Lips, the beft 
Of all my Members, for they're bleft 

In magnifying JThee, 

2 Awake, and be thy Strains rcnewM^ 
Thou Glory of my Gratitude, 

Awafce, my Harp, and play,— 
Awake, my Liite, — myfelf ihall rife, 
As foon as thefe uplifted Eyes 

Can catch a Glance of Day, 

3 O Lord, with thankful Voice and Hand 
Among the Natives of the Land 

Thy Mercies Til proclaim ; 
To Strangers I will fing thy Worth, 
And make my Progrefs through the Earth 

To magnify thy Name. 

4 Lo ! to the Clouds thy Truth extends ; 
Thy Mercy Heav'ii's vaft Height tranfcends 

From whence thy Glories flow : 
Shine forth, O God, with cloudlefs Ray 
And wondrous Afts of Grace difplay 

Throughout the World below. 

5 The Juft, bleft Objefts of thy Love, 
Defend propitious from above. 

And hear thy Suppliant's Voice :— 
Since thou haft iworn in Holinefs 
ru plead thy.Promife, truft thy Grace, 

And evermore rejoice. 
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t /'^ O D of my Mercy and my Praifc, 
Vjr Thy Glory is my Song ; 
Though Sinners (peak againft thy Grac# 
With a blafpheming Tongue, 

2 When in the Form of mortal Ijilan 

Thy Son on Earth was found. 
With cruel Slanders, falfe and vain. 
They compafs'd Him around. 

3 Their Mis'ries his CompajfEon move, 

Their Peace He flill purfuM j ' 
They render Hatred for his Love, 
And Evil for his Good. 

4 Their Malice rag'd without a Caufe ; 

Yet, with his dying Breath, 
He pray'd for Murd'rers on his Crofs, 
And blefs'd his Foes in Death. 

5 Lord, fliall thy bright Example {hint 

In vain before my Eyes ? 
Give me a Soul akin to Thine, 
To love mine Enemies. 

6 The Lord -fliall on my Side engage 

And in my Saviour's Name 
I fhall defeat their Pride and Rage, 
Who flander and condemn. 

PSALM ex. Metre i. 

t TESUS, our Lord, afcend thy ThroM^ 
J And near the FatRer fit ; 
In Zion ihall thy Pow'r be known, 
And make thy Foei fabmk. 
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. a What Wonders fhall thy Gofpel do ! 
7 hy Converts fhall furpafs 
The numerous Drops pf Morning-Dew, 
And own thy fov'reign Grace, 

3 God hath pronouncM a firm Djecree, 

Nor changes what He fwore ; 
« Eternal fhall thy Priefthood be, 
** \Vhen jlaron is no more. 

4 ** Melch'tfedec, that wondrous Prleft^ 

** That King of high Degree, 
« That holy Man who Jbr'ham blefl, 
*« Was but a Type oi Thee.** 

5 Jesus our Priest for ever lives 

To plead for 11s above ; 
Jesus our King for ever gives 
The Bleffings of his Love. 

6 God fhall exalt his glorious Head, 

And his high Throne maintain ; 
Shall ft r ike the PowVs and Princes dead 
Who dare oppofc his Reign. 

PSALM ex. Metre ii. 

1 ^T^ H U S the eternal Father fpake 

JL To Christ the Son, " Afcend and fit 
" At my Right-Hand, till I fhall make 
« Thy Foes fiftMUcfiive at thy Feet. 

2 " From Zitm fhall thy Word proceed ; 

<« Thy Word, the Scepter in thy Hand, 
•* Shall make the Hearts of Rebels bleed, 
'^ And bow their W*\\\& to x\v^ Gouunand. 
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3 " 'ITiat Day fhall fhew thy PovvV is great, 

" When- Saints fliall flock with willing Minds, 
** And Sinners crowd thy Temple Gate, 
** Where Holinefs in Beauty ftiines.'* 

4 O blefled PowV ! O glorious Dav ! 
What a large Vid'ry fliall enfuc ! 
And Converts, who tliy Grace obey, 
Exceed the Drops of Morning-Dew. 
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5 THUS the great Lord of Earth ^nd Sea 
Spake to his Son, and thus He fwore; 

" Eternal fhall thy Priefthood be, 

<* And change from Hand to Hand no more. 

6 '^ Aaron and all his Sons muft die^ 
*^ But everlafting Life is Thine, 

<* To fave for ever thofe that fly 

** For Refuge from the Wrath divine. 

7 ** By Me Melchifedec was made 

*< On Earth a King and Prieft at once ; 

** And. Thou ray heav'nly Prieft (halt plead ; 

** And Thou, my Kino, fhalt rule my Sons.* 

8 Jesus the Prieft afcends his Throne, 
While Counfels of eternal Peace, 
Between the Father and the Son, 
Proceed with Honbur and Succefs. 

9 Through the whole Earth bis Reign fhall fpread, 
And crufli the Pow'rs that dare rebel : 

Then fliall He judge the riling Dead, 
And fend the guilty World to HelU 



\ 
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10 Though while He treads his glorious Way^ 
He drinks the Cyp of Tears and Bloody 
The Suff'rings of that dreadful Day 
Shall but advance Him near to God* 



PSALM CXI. Metre 1. 

I Q O N G S of immortal Praife belong 
O To my Almighty God ; 
He has my Heart and He my Tongue, 
To fpread his Name abroad. 

a How great the Works his Hand has wrought? 
How glorious in our Sight ! 
And Men in every Age have fought 
His Wonders with Delight. 

3 How moft exafi: is Nature's Frame ! 

How wife th' Eternal Mind I 
His Counfels never change the Scheme 
That his firft Thoughts defign'd. 

4 When He redeem'd his chofen Sons, 

He fix'd his Covenant fare : 
The Orders that his Lips pronounce 
To, endlefs Years endure. 

5 Nature and Time, and Earth and Skies, 

Thy heav'nly Skill proclaim ; 

What fhall we do to make us wife. 

But learn to read thy Name } 

6 To fear thy Pow'r, to truft thy Grace, 

Is our divined Skill ; 
And he's the wifeft of our Race 
Who bcft obeys thy WiU, 
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PJRT 11. 

7 GREAT is the Lord, his Works of Might 
Demand our nob left Songs ; ' 
Let his affembled Saints- unite 
Their Harnaony of Tonguea. 

S Great ii the Mercy of the Lord^ 
He gives his Children Food ; 
And ever mindful of his Word, 
He makes his Promife good. 

9 His Son, the great Redeemibr, came 
To feal his Covenant fure : 
Holy and revVend is his Name^ 
His Ways are juft and pure. 

10 They tliat would grow divinely wifc^ 
muft with his Fear begin ; 
Our faireft Proof of Knowledge lies 
In hating ey'ry Sin. 

PSALM CXL Metre ii. 

1 TV yr Y Soul with facred Zeal infpir'df 

lYi Shall wake to God the thankful Strain, 
In fecret with his Saints retired. 
And 'midft fair Sion^^ crowded Fane. 

2 Great are his Works : with ftudious Aim 
Each faithful Heart thofe Works has tracM j 
His Aft fhall higheft Honour claim^ 

His Righteoufnefs for ever laft, 

3 His Wonders to the grateful Senfe 

In fweet Memorial ftand confeft : . 

For boundlefs Grace his Hands difpenfe^ 
And tend'reft Pity warms his fireaiL 
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4 His Love, the Souls to hiii> alHed, 
With Food of heav'nly Growth has fiU'd^ 
Nor fuflfers from his Thoughts to Aide 
Th? Promife to his People fcal'd, 

5 Salvation from our God defcends ; 
His Faith fliall IfratPs Blifs infure : 
Majeftic Awe his Name attends, 
And Sandity from Blemifh pure, 

6 His Fear th' obedient Heart refines. 
And Wifdom's Path to View difplays i 
In brighteft Beams arrayM it fhines. 

And prompts. each Tongue to endlcfs Prai{e» 

, PSALM CXIL 

X 'T^ HAT Man is bleft who ftands in Awe 
X Of God, and loves his facred Law i 
His Seed on Earth fhall be rendwn'd ; 
His Houfe, the Seat of Wealth, fhall be 
Ati unexhavifled Trealury, 

And with fucccffive Honours crown'd* 

a His Kb'raf Favours he extends, 
• To fome he gives, to others lends; 
A gen'rous Pity fills his Mind : 
Yet what his Charity impairs. 
He faves by Prudence in Affairs, 
And thu« he's jufl to all Mankmd. 

3 His Hands, .while they his Alms beftow'd,. 
His Glory's future Harveft fow'd : 

The fweet Remembrance of the Jufl, 
Like a green Root, revives and bears 
A Train of BlefKngs for his Heirs, 

^Nh^ti dying Nature fleeps in Duft, 
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4 Befet with threat'nirig Dangers round, 
Unmov'd ftiall he maintain hi^ Ground; 

His Confcienee holds his Courage up : 
The Soul that's fiU'd with Virtue's Light, 
Shines hrighteft in Affliftion's Night, 

And fees in Darknefs Beams of Hope. 

5 III Tidings never can furprize 

His Heart, that fix'd on God relies, 

Though Waves and Tempefts roar aromd : 

Safe on the Rock he fits and fees 

The Shipwreck of his Enemies^ 

And all their Hope and Glory drown'd. 

6 The Wicked fhall his Triumph fee, 
And gnafh their Teeth in Agony, 

To find their Expedations croft : 
They and their Envy, Prjde and Spit^. 
Sink down to everlafiing Night, 

And all their Names in Darknefs loft, 

PSALM CXIII. 

1 ^XT E Saints and Servants of the Lord, 

X The Triumphs of his Name record. 

His facred Name for ever biefs : 
Where'er the circling Sun difplays 
His rifing Beams, or fetting Rays, 

Due Praife to his great Name addrefr. 

2 God through the World extends his Sway, 
The Regions of eternal Day 

But Shadows of his Glory are : . « 

With Him whofe Majefty excels, . 
Who made the Heav'n in which He dwells. 

Let no created Pow'r compare* 
K5 
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3 Though 'tis beneath his State to vie^ 
In higheft Heav'n what Angels do, 

Yet He to Earth vouchfafes his Care : 
He takes the Needy from his Cell, 
Advancing him in Courts to dwell. 

Companion to the greateft there. 

4 When childlefs Families defpair. 
He fends the Bleffing of an Heir, 

To refcue their expiring Name : 
The Mother, with a thankful Voice, 
Proclaims his Praifes and her Joys :-^ 

Let ev'ry Age advance his Fame. 

PSALM CXIV. Metre i. 

I T T 7 H E N Jacob\ Sons, thro' Paths unknown, 
VV From Egypt took their Way, 
In Judah\ Tribe his Prefence flione, 
And Ifrael own'd his Sway. 

a Old Ocean faw them, as they came ; 
He faw, and backward fl^d : 
Recoiling Jordan turn'd his Stream, 
And fought his Fountain-Head. 

3 The Mountains feel the fudden Shock ; 
As Rams, from off the Ground 
They fpring : — As Younglings of the Flock, 
1 he Hills affrightecl bound. 

^ Thou Ocean, fay, why, as they came, . 
Thy Billows backward fled ? 
And what, O Jordan, urg'd thy Stream 
To feek its F ountain-head ? 
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5 Ye Mountains, whence the fudden Shocle i 

Why leap ye from the Ground 
As Rams ? — As Younglings of the Flock, 
Say why, O Hills,- ye bound ? 

6 Earth tremble on ! well may'ft thou fear 

Thy Maker's Face to fee ; 
When Jacobh awful God draws near, 
'Tis Time for Earth to flee. 

7 That God, beneath whofe potent Stroke 

The Flint a Torrent gave ; 
Who fpake ; — -and from the bidden Rock 
Gufli'd forth the bidden Wave. 



PSALM CXIV. Metre ii. 

1 WJ HEN Ifraelj freed from Pharaoh^s Hand, 

VV Left the proud Tyrant and his Land, 
The Tribes with cheerful Homage own 
Their King, and Judah was his Throne, 

2 Acrofs the Deep their Journey lay ; 
The Deep divides to make them Way : 
Jordan beheld their March, and fled. 
With backward Current, to his Head. 

3 The Mountains fliook like frighted Sheep, 
Like Lambs the little Hillocks leap ; 
Not Slnai on her bafe could Hand, 
Confcious of fov'reign Pow'r at hand. 

4 What Pow'r could make the Deep divide ? 
Make Jordan backward roll his Tide ? 
Why did ye leap, ye little Hills ? 

And whence the Fright that Sinai ferfs ? 
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5 Let ev'ry Mountain, cv'ry Flood, 
Retire, and know th' approaching Goi>,. 
The King of Ifrael : Sec Hiiii here ! 
Tremble, thoa Earth, adore and fear. 

6 He thunders, and all Nature mourns, 
The Rock to ftanding Pools He turns : 
Flints fpring with Fountains at his Word^ 
And Fires and Seas confefs the Loud. 
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1 ]VT OT to ourfelves, who are but Duft^ 
. XAI Not to ourfelves is Glory due, 
Eternal God, Thou only Ju ft. 
Thou only Gracious, Wife, and Truei 

a Shine forth in all thy dreadful Name ! 
Why fhould a Heathen^s haughty Tongue 
Infult us, and, to raife our Shame, 
Say, " Where's the God you've ferv'd fo long ¥* 

3 The God we ferve maintains his Throne 
Above the Clouds, beyond the Skies ; 
Through all the Earth his Will is done. 
He knows our Groans, He hears our Cries. 

4 But the vain Idols ^hey adore 

Are fenfelefs Shapes ot Stone and Wood j 
At beft a Mafs of glitt'ring Ore, 
A fiiver Saint^ or golden God. 

5 W^ith Eyes and Ears^ they carve their HeaJ ; 
Deaf are their Ears, their Eyes are blind 5 

In vain are coftly Off'rings made. 
And Vows are fcattcr'd in the Wind. 
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6 Their Feet were never made to move, 

. Nor Hands to fave when Mortals pray ; 
Mortals that pay them Fear or Love, 
Seem to be blind and deaf as they, 

7 O Ifrael, make the Lord thy Hope,, ^ 
Thy Help, thy Refuge, and thy Reft y 

The Lord (hall build thy Ruins up. 
And blefs the People and the Prieft. 

8 The Dead no more can fpeak thy Praife, 
They dwell in Silence and the Grave ; 
But we fhall live to fmg thy Grace, 
And tell the. World thy Pow'r to fave*- 

PSALM CXVL 

1 T LOVE the Lord : He heard my Cries, 
X And pity'd ev'ry Groan ; 

Long as 1 live, when Troubles rife, 
I'll haften to his Throne. 

2 I love the Lord : He bow M his Ear, 

And chased my Griefs away : 
O let my Heart no more defpair. 
While I have Breath to pray ! 

3 My Flefh declin'd, my Spirits fell. 

And I drew near the Dead^; 
While inward Pangs and Fears of Hell ' 
Perplex'd my wakeful Head. 

4 " My God, I cry'd, thy Servant fave, , , 

•* Thou ever Good and Juft ; 
•* Thy Pow'r can refcue from the Grave ; ^ 
« Thy Pow'r is all my Truft." 
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5 The Lord beheld me fore diftrcft ; 

He bids my Pains remove : 
Return, my Soul, to God thy Reft, 
For thou haft known his Love. - 

6 My God hath fay'f! my Soul from Death, 

And dry'd my fialling Tears : 
Now to his Praife I'll fpend my Breath, 
And my remaining Years. 

PART IL 

y WH AT fhall I render, O tny God, 
For all thy Kindnefs ftiown ? 
My Feet fhall vifit thine Abode, 
My Songs addrefs thy Throne. 

8 Among the Saints that fill thine Houfc 

My Off'rings ftiall be paid ; 
There fliall my Zeal perform the Vowi 
My. Soul in Anguiui made. 

9 How much is' Mercy thy Delight, 

XJiou ever-bleffed God ! 
How dear thy Servants in thy Sight ! 
How precious is their Blood ! 

10 How happy all thy Servaiits are ! 

How great thy Grace to me ! 
My Life, which Thou haft made thy Care, 
Lord, I devote to Thee. 

1 1 Now I am Thine, for ever Thine, 

Nor fhall my Purpofe move ; 
i Thy Hand hath loos'd my Bands of Pain, 
I And bound me with thy Love. 
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12 Here in thy Courts I leave my Vow, 
And thy rich Grace record j 
Witnefs, ye Saints, who hear me now. 
If I forfake the Lord, 



PSALM CXVL Metre ii. 

1 T T OW glows with grateful Love my Breaft ! 
n. For God the Voice of my Requeft 
Accepts, — and, while my Hands I rear. 
Bows to my Plaint his willing Ear ; 
For this, to Life's extremeft Hour 
My Lips to Him their Praife ftiall pour. 

ft His Mercies, *midft thy Deepeft Woe, 
By bleft Experience taught to know. 
Turn, turn thee to thy Reft, my Soul; 
For He who fits above the Pole 
(Tremendous Name) has o'er thy Head 
The Fulnefs of his Bounty fhed. 

.3 To God my Heart refign'd its Care ; 
To Him my Tongue addrefs'd its Pray'rj 
While ftruck with Horrors as I flood, ^ 
A Sea of Sorrows round me flow'd, » 

<* No more, my Soul, no more, I cry*d, 
** In Man's fallacious Aid confide,'* 

4 O what Requital at my Hand 

Shall Mercies, Lord, like Thine demand > 
By Thee, from each Diftrefsenlarg'd, 
The Cup with Benedi<aion charg'd 
I take, — and tbuch'd with ho^ Flaaane, 
Invoke my^gr^at DfiLiv^KER'S NSaaaft^ 
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PSALM CXVII. Metre i. 

I np^H Y Name, Almighty Lord, 

X Shall found through diftant Lands : 
Grqat is thy Grace, and fure thy Word : 
Thy Truth for ever ftands. 

a Far be thine Honour fpread, 
And long thy Praife endure, 
Till Morning-Light and Ev'ning-Shade 
Shall be exchang'd no more. 

PSALM CXVII. Metro ii. 

I T> R A I S E the Lord, with hallow'd Mirth, 
JL Ev'ry Nation, Tribe and Tongue ; 
Chriftians, militant on Earth, 
Let your Saviour's Praife be fung. 

a See his Mercy o'er our Land 
Spread its ever-healing Wing ; 
And his Truth through Ages ftand, 
Praife, O praife, th'etern^ King. 

PSALM CXVIL Metre lii. 

1 T? R OM All that dwell below the Skies 
X/ Let the Creator's Praife arife : 
Let the Redeemeji's Name be fung 
Through every Land, by every Tongue. 

a Eternal are thy Mercies, Lord ; 
Eternal Truth attends thy Word ; 
Thy Praife fhall foimd from Shore to Shore, 
Till Suns fhall rife and fct no more. 
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PSALM CXVII. Metre ir. 

I 'TT^O God let all the Nations raife 

I. Their cheerful Voice, and ling his Praife : 
His Mercy and his Love are fure ; 
His Truth for ever fhall endure : 
His Kindnefs to us we'll record, 
And will for ever praife the Lord. 

PSALM CXVIIL Metre i. ^' 

1 Q EE what a living Stone 
O The Builders did refufe; 
Yet God hath built his Church thereon^ 
In fpite of envious Jews. 

% The Scribe and anery Prieft. 
RejeA tbtne only oon ; 
Yet on this Rock flial! ZUn reff, 
As the chief Corner-ftone. 



'%> 



The Work, O Lord, is Thine. 
And wondrous in our Eyes : 
This Day declares it all Divine,. 
This Day cKd Jesus rife. 

This is the glorious Day 
That our Redeemer made; 
Let us rejoice, and fing, and pray^ 
Let all theChurch be glad, 

Hofanna to the King 
Of DaviiTs rc^yal Blood ; 
Blefs Him, ye Saints : He comes to bring. 
Salvation from your God. 

We blefs thine holy Word 
Which all this Grace difplays- ; 
And offer on thine Altar, Lqrd^. 
Our Sacrifice of Praife. 
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PSALM CXVIII. Metre ii. 

1 nr^ H E Lord appears my Helper now, 

X Nor is my Faith afraid 
Of what the Sons of Earth can do, 
Since Heav'n affords its Aid. 

2 *Tis fafer, Lord, to hope in Thee, 

And have my GoD my Friend, 
whan truft in Men of high Degree, 
And on their Truth depend. 

3 Like Bees my Foes befet me round, 

A large and angry Swarm 2 
But I fhall all their Rage confound 
By thine Almighty Arm. 

4 'Tis through the Lord my Heart i$ firOng, 

In Him my Lips rejoice ; 
While his Salvation is my Song^ 
How cheerful is my Voice ! 

5 Like angry Bees they girt me round; 

When God appearf they fly ; 
So burning Thorns, with crackling Sound, 
Make a fierce Blaze and die. 

6 Joy to the Saints and Peace belongs ; 

The Lord protefts their Days 
Let Ifrael tune immortal Songs 
To his Almighty Grace. 

PART IL 

7 LORD, thou haft heard thy Servant cry. 

And refcu'd from the Grave ; 
Now fhall he live : (and none can die. 
If GoD refolve to fave.) 
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8 Thy Praife more conftant than before. 

Shall fill his daily Breath ; 
Thy Hand, that hath chaftis'd him fore> 
Defends him ftill from Death* 

9 Open the Gates of Zion now. 

For we ftiall worfhip there, 
The Houfe where all the Righteous go 
Thy Mercy to declare. ^ 

10 Among th' Affemblies of thy Saints 

Our thankful Voice we raife ; 
There we have told Thee our Complaintty 
And there we fpeak thy Praife. 

PART III. 

11 BEHOLD the fure Foundation-Sto»t 

Which God in Zion lays. 
To build our heav'nly Hopes upon, 

And his eiernal Praife. 

# 

12 Chofen of God, to Sinners dear. 

And Saints adore the Nartie, 
They truft their whole Salvation here, 
Nor ftiall they fuffer Shame. 

13 The fooliflx Builders, Scribe and PrieJI^ 

Rejeft it with Difdain ; 
Yet on this Rock the Church fhall reft. 
And Envy rage in v^in.. 

14 What though the Gates of Hell withftood I 

Yet muft this Building rife : 
'Tis thy own Work, Almighty GoD, 
And wondrous in our Ey^$. 
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PART IV. 

15 T H I S is the Day the Lord hath made. 

He calls the Hours his own ; 
Let Heav'n rejoice, let Earth be glad. 
And Praife furround the Throne. 

16 To-day He rofe and left the Dead, 

And Satan\ Empire fell ; 
^o-day the Saints his Triumph fpread. 
And all his Wonders telL 

Vj Ho/anna to th' anointed KiKo, 
To DavicFs holy Son ! 
Help uSf O Lord ; defcend and bring 
Salvation from thy Throne. 

18 Bleft be the Lord, n^Ho comes to Men. 
With' Meffages of Grace ; 
Who comes in God his Father's Name^, 
To fave our fmful Race. 

1.9 Hofanna in the higheft Stcains 

TKe Church on Earth can raife !' 
The higheft Heav'ns, in which He reigns^. 
Shall give Him noblep. Praife* 

P S. A L M CXVIIL Metre iii.. 

X T I F T your Voice, and thankful fing 
I / Praifes toyour heav'nly King ; 
For his Mercies fa,r extend,. 
And his Bounty knows no End; 
Ifrael^ thy Creator bljefs. 
And with joyful. Tongue confefs,. 
That, his Mercies far extend. 
And his Bounty knows no End*. 
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He my Strength, and He my Song, 

Lo ! my Days 1 yet prolong, 

And each hoftile Force overthrown. 

Him my great SalvatioA own : 

Shouts of Health, and Hymns of Praifc, 

Wifdom's faithful Followers raife,— 

** O how ftrong the Hand divine ! 

« O what Wonders, Lord, are Thine V* 

Ope the Gates of Righteoufnefs, 

Let me, favour'd with Accefs, 

Blefs my great Deliverer's Name, 

And his boundlefs Love proclaim :— 

Thee the God mthron-d above, 

^^ Thee ray Lips fhall fing, wiofe Love 

" To my Voice Attention gave, 

** Prompt to hear, and ftrong to favc.** 

See the Stone, that, caft afide 

By tlie Buflders erring Pride, 

In the Dome aflumes its Place, 

Own'd the Angle's nobleft Grace : 

Thou the Work, great God, haft wrought | 

In its Scene's our wond'ring Thought 

Toys thy Clemency to trace, 

oeal'd to Jacobus favpurEd Race* 

Save, O fave, eternal Lord, 
Now thy profp'ring Aid afford ; 
Let thy fav'ring Beams arife 
To thy Peopled longing Eyes :— 
Lift your Voice, and thanKful fing 
Praifes to your heav'nly King ; 
For his Mercies far extend. 
And his Bounty knows no End* 



Sf4 PSALM CXVIII. 

PSALM CXVIIL ' Metre ir. 

I T O ! what a glorious Corncr-ftone 
J J The Jewijh Builders did refufe ; 
But God hath built his Church thereoOp 
In fpight of Envy and the Jews* 

t Greit God, the Work is all divine^ 
The Joy and Wonder of our Eyes ; 
This is the Day that proves it Thine, 
The Day that law our Saviour rife. 

J Sinners rejoice, and Saints be glad ; 

Hofanna ; let his Name be blclt ; 

A thoufand Honours on his Head, 
* With Peace, and Light, and Glory reft I 

4 In God's own Name He comes to bring 
Salvation to our dying Race ; 
Let the whole Church addrefs their King 
With Hearts of Joy, and Songs of Praifc, 

PSALM CXIX. 

1 ¥^LE S T are the Undefil'd in Heart, 
JD Whofe Ways are right and clean \ 
Who never from thy Law depart. 

But fly from ev'ry Sin, 

2 Bleft are the Men that keep thy Word> 
. And praftife thy Commands ; 

With their whole Heart they feek the Lord, 
And ferve Thee with their Hands# 

3 Great is their Peace who love thy Law j 

How firm their Souls abide ! 
Nor can a bold Temptation draw 
Their fteady Feet afide. 
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4 Then ftiall my Heart have inward Joy, 

And keep my Face from Shame, 
When all thy Statutes I obey, 
And honour all thy Name. 

5 But haughty Sinners God will hate, 

The Proud {hall die accurft ; 
The Sons of Falfliood and Deceit 
Are trodden to the Duft. 

6 Vile as the Drofs the Wicked are t 

And thofe that leave thy Ways 
Shall fee Salvation from atar, . 
But nevCT tafte thy Grace. 



PART 11. 

1 T O Thee, before the dawning Light, 

My gracious God, I pray ; 

I meditate thy Name by Night, 

And keep thy Law by Day. 

2 My Spirit faints to fee thy Grace, 

1 hy Promife bears me up ; 
And while Salvation long delays, 
Thy Word fupports my Hope. 

3 Seven Times a Day I lift my Hands, 

And pay my Thanks to Thee ; 
Thy righteous Providence demands 
Repeated Praife from me. 

4 When Midnight-Darknefs veils the Skies, 

I call thy Works to Mind ; 
My Thoughts in warm Devotion rife, 
And fweet Acceptance find. 
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PART III. 

1 THOU art tny Portion, O my God; 

Soon as I know thy Way, 
My Heart makes hafte t' obey thy Word, 
And fuffers no Delay. 

2 I choofe the Path of Heav'nly Truth, 

And glory in my Choice ; 

Not all the Riches of the Earth 

Could make me fo rejoice. 

3 The Teftimonies ofthy Grace, 

I fet before my EyesT 
Thence I derive ray daily Strength, 
And there my Comfort lies. 

4 If once I wander from thy Path, 

I think upon my Ways ; 
Then turn my Feet to thy Commands, 
. And truft thy pardoning Grace. 

5 Now I am Thine, for ever Thine, 

O fave thy Servant, Lord ; 
Thou art my Shield, my Hiding-place, 
My Hope is in thy Word. 

6 Thou haft inclin'd this Heart of mine 

Thy Statutes to fulfil : 
And thus till mortal Life fhall end 
Would I perform thy Will. 

p ^ if r IV. 

1 H O W fhall the Young fecure their Hearts, 
And j^uard their Lives from Sin ? 
Thy Word the choicefl Rules imparts. 
To keep the Confcience clean. 
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2 When once it enters to the Mind, 

It fpreads fuch Light abroad. 
The meaneft Souls Inftruftion find. 
And raife their Thoughts to God. 

3 'Tis like the 5««, a heav'nly Light, 

That guides us all the Day ; 
And through the Dangers of the Night, 
A Lamp to lead our Way. 

4 The ftarry Heav'ns thy Rule T)bey, 

The Earth maintains her Place ; 
And thefe thy Servants Night and Day 
Thy Skill and Pow'r exprefs. 

5 But ftill thy Law and Gofpel, Lord, 

Have Leflbns more divine : 
. Not Earth ftands firmer than thy Word, 
Nor Stars fo nobly iDhine. 

6 Thy Word is everlafting Truth, 

How pure is ev'ry Page ! 
That holy Book fhall guide our Youth, 
And well fupport our Age. 

PJRTV. 

1 O HOW I love tliy holy Law; 

*Tis daily my Delight ; 
And thence my Meditations draw > 

Divine Advice by Night. 

2 My waking Eyes prevent the Day * jj 

To meditate thy Word : 
My Soul with Longing melts awaj^ 
To hear thy Gofpel, Lord* 
h 
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<■■• .. i- . 

3 How doth thy Word my Heart engage? 

How well employ my Tongue ? 
And in my tirefome Pilgrimage 
Yields me a heav'nly Song. 

4 Am I a Stranger, 'or at Home, 

'Tis my perpetual Feaft ; 
Not Honey dropping from the Comb 
So much allures the Tafte. 

5 No Treafures fo enrich the Mind ; 

Nor fhail tliy Word be fold 
For Loads'of Silver yfe\\ refin'd, 
No)^ H^aps of choio^ Gold. 

6 When Nature finks, and Spirits droop. 

Thy Promifes of Grace 
Are Miliars to fupport my Hope, 
And iherfr I write thy Praife. 

P^J R T VI. 

1 LORD, I efteem thy Judgments right, ^ 

And all thy Statutes jiift ;, 
Thence I maintain a conftant Fight 
With every flatt'ring Luft. c^ 

2 Thy Precepts often I furvey ; , . , , > 

1 keep thy Law in Sight, 
Through all the Bufinefs of .the Day^ 
To form^^my Aftions right. 

3 My Heart in Midniglit-Silence cries, 

•^ How fweet thy Comforts be ;'* 

My Thoughts in holy Wonder rife. 

And bring their ThankS' to Thee. 
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4 And when my Spirit drinks her Fill 
At fomc good Word of Thine^ 
Not mighty Mea that fhare the SpoU . « ; , , r 
Have Joys compar'd to mine. ^ ' 

PJkT VII. 

1 LET all the i]fi?^?/i&e« Writers join 

To forjoi one perfedl Book, '■ 

Great God, if once compared With Thine, 
How mean their Writings look ! 

' * • ' c 

2 Not the moft perfeft Rules they gave 

Could (hew one Sin forgiven ; 
Nor lead a Step beyond the Grave, 

But Thine coududl to Heaven. . ^ 

3 I've feen an End of what we call ->; 
* Perfeftion here below 5 

How fliort the Pow'rs of Nature fall. 
And can no farther go. 

4 Yet Men would fain be juft with God, 

5y Works their Hands have wrought '• 
But thy Cobimands, exceeding broad, 
Extend \Qr every Thought; * 

5 In vain we boaft Perfeflioh here. 

While Sill defiles our Frame ; 
And finks our Virtues down fb far, 
They fcarce deferve the Name. 

6 Our Faith, and Love, and every Grac^ 

Fall far below thy Word ; 
But perfeft Truth and Righteoufacfs ^ 

Dwell only with the Lord. 
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PART VIIL 

.1 LORD, I have made thy Word my Choice, 
My lafting Heritage ; 
There Ihall my nobleft Pow'rs rejoice, 
My warnjeit Thoughts engage. 

2 I'll read the Hift'ries of thy Love, 

And keep thy Laws in Sight, 
While through the Promifcs I rove. 
With evef frefti Delight. 

3 'Tis a broad Land of Wealth unknown. 

Where Springs of Life arife, 
Seeds of immortal Blifs are fown^ 
And hidden Glory lie«. 

4 The befi Relief that Mourners have ; 

It makes our Sorrows bleft ; 
Our faireft Hope beyond the Grave, 
And our eternal Reft. 

PARTIX. 

I T H Y Mercies fill the Earth, O Lord, 
How good thy Works appear ! 
Open my Eyes to read thy Word, 
And fee thy Wonders there. 

% Since I'm a Stranger here below, . 
Let not thy Path be hid, 
But mark the Road my Feet ihould g6, 
And be my conftant Guide. 

3 When I confefs'd my wand'ring Ways, 
Thou heard'ft my Soul complain j 
Grant me the Teachings of thy Grace, 
Or I ftiall ftray again. 
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4 This was my Comfort when I bore 

Variety of Grief ; 
It made me learn thy Word the more. 
And fly to tliat Relief. 

5 In vain the Proud deride me now ; 

.. I'll ne'er forget thy Law, 
l^jor let that bleffed Gofpel go. 
Whence all my Hopes 1 dravy, 

6 When I have learn'd my Father's Willy 

I'll teach the World his Ways ; 
My thankful Lips, infpir^ with Zeal, 
Shall loud pronounce his Praife, 

PJRT^X. 

1 B E H O LD thy waiting Servant, Lord, 

Devoted to thy Fear ; 
Remember and confirm thy Word, 
For all my Hopes are there. 

2 Haft Thou- not writ Salvation down, 

A«d promised quickning Grace ? 
Doth not my Heart addrefs thy Throne i 
And yet thy Love delays. 

3 Mine Eyes for thy Salvation fail ; 

O bear thy Servant up ; 
Nor let the fcoffing Lips prevail. 
Who dare reproach my Hope. ^ 

4. Didft Thou not raife my Faith, O LoRl> > 
Then let thy Truth appear : 
Saints (hall rejoice in my Reward, 
And truft as well as fear. 
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Pyf R T XI. 

J O THAT the Lord would guide my Ways, 
To keep his Statutes flill ? 
O that my Gop would grant me Gi?ice, 
To know and dp h^ Will ! 

a O fend thy Spirit dowh to write ' ' 
Thy Law upon my He^rt ! ■ • ' 

Nor let my Tongue indqlge Deceit^ . , . 

Nof aft the Llai^s Part. ' ' ' '/' 

3 Prom YattltY'tum off my Eyes; 

Let no (^ormpC Deiign» .. 
Nor covetous Defires, arife 
Within this Soul of mine. 

4 Order my Footfteps by thy Word, 

And make my Heart fincerc; , . , ,~, 
Let Sin have no Dominion, Lord^ , ; 
But keep my Conscience clear* ; , 

5 Mr Soul hath gone too firrafltay-j ' 

My Feet too often flip ; 
• Yet fmcc Fve not forgot thy Way-^ 
Reftore thy wandering Sb6^J). 

6 Make me to walk in thy Commands, 

'Tis a delightful Road; 
Nor let my Head, or Heart, or Hands, 
Offend againft ray <jOD. • >i 

PART XII. ' / 

1 My God, cohfider my Diftrefs, ' ' '' 
Let Mercy plead my Caufe ; 
Though I have fmn'd againil thy Grace, 
I can't forget thy Lawsa 



I .f li 
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2 Forbid, forbid the ftiarp Reproach 

Which I fo juftly fear.; 
Uphold my Life, uphold my Hopes, 
Nor let my Shame appear. 

3 Be Thou a Surety, Lord, for me. 

Nor let the Proud opprefs ; 
But make thy waiting Servant fee 
The Shinings of thy Face. 

4 My Eyes with £xpe£tation f^il, . 

My Heart within niQ cries, 
" When will the Lord his Truth fulfil, 
« And make my Comforts rife V^ 

5 Look down upon my Sorrows, Lord, 

And fhew thy Grace the fame 
As Thou art ever wont, t* afford 
To thofe that love thy Kama, 

PAR T XIIL 

1 WITH my whole Heart Fve fought thy TsiOt, 

O let me never ft ray 
From thy Commands, O GoD of Grace, 
Nor tread the Sinners Way. 

2 Thy Word Fve hid within my Heart 

To keep my Confcicnce clean ; 
And be an everlafting Guard 
From ev'ry rifing Sin, 

3 I'm a Companion of the Saints, 

Who fear and love the Lord ; 
My Sorrows rife, my Nature faints,. 
WheHiMen traofgrefs thy Woid^ 
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4 While Sinners do thy Gofpel wrong. 

My Spirit ftands in Awe ; 
My Soul abhors a lying Tongue, 
But loves thy righteous Law. 

5 My Heart with facred Rev'rence hears 

The Threatnings of thy Word ; 
My Flefti with holy Trembling fears 
The Judgments of the Lorb. 

6 My God, I long, I hope, I wait 

For thy Salvation ftill ; 
While thy whole Law is my Delight, 
And I obey thy Will. 

P J RT ^ XIV. 

1 CONSIDER all my Sorrows, Lord, 

And thy Deliv'rance fend ; 
My Soul for thy Salvation faints ; 
When will my Troubles end ? 

2 Yet I have found 'tis good for me 
* * To bear my Father's Rod : 

Afflictions make me learn thy Law, 
And live upon my God. 

3 This is the Comfort I enjoy 

When new Diflrefs begins, 
I read thy Word, I run thy Way, 
And hate my former Sins. 

4 Had not thy Word been my Delight, 

When earthly Joys were fled, 
My Soul, opprert with Sorrow's Weight, 
Had funk amongft the Dead. 
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5 I know thy Judgments, Lord, are right, 

Though they may feem fevere : 
The fharpeft SuflF'rings 1 endure 
Flow from thy faithful Care, 

6 Before I knew thy chaft'ning Rod, 

My Feet were apt to flray ; 
But now I learn to keep thy Word, 
Nor wander from thy Way. 

PART XV. 

I O T H AT thy Statutes evVy Hour 
Might dwell upon my Mind ! 
Thence I derive a quick'ning Pow'r, 
And daily Peace 1 find. 

a To meditate thy Precepts, Lord, 
Shall he my fweet Employ ; 
My Soul {hall ne'er forget thy Word, 
Thy Word is all my Joy. 

3 How would I run in thy Commands, ; 

If Thou my Heart difcharge 
From Sin and SataH^s hateful Chains, 
And fet my Feet at large ? 

4 Mv Lips with Courage ihall declare 

Thy Statutes and thy Name; 
I'll fpeak thy Word, though Kings fhould hear^ 
Nor yield to fmful Shame. 

5 Let Bands of Perfecutors rife 

To roh me of my Right, 
Let Pride and Malice forge their Lycs^ 
Thy Law is my Delight. 
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6 Depart from nie, ye wicked Race,' '. 
Whofe Hands and Hearts are ill :- 
1 love my Gob, I love his Ways, 
And muft obey his Will. 

PJRT XVI. 

I My Soul lies cleaving to the Duft ; 

Lord, give me Life divine ; 

From vain Defires and ev'ry Luft 

Turn off tiiefe Eyes of mine. 

3 I need the Influence of thy Grace 

To fpeed me in thy Way, 
Left 1 fliould loiter in my Race, 
Or turn my Feet aftray. 

^ When fore AfHi£lions prefs me down, 
I need thy quick'ning Pow'rs ; 
Thy Word that I have reftel on, 
Shall help my heavieft Hours. ' 

4 Are not thy Mercies fov'reign ftill, 

And Thou a faithful God ? ' 
Wilt TJiou not grant me warmer Zeal 
To run the heav'nly Road ? 

5 Does not my Heart thy Precepts love> 

And long to fee thy Face ? 
^ ' And yethoyr flow :my Spirits liiove 

Without enliy'ning Grace !• ' ' 

6 Then fhall I love thy Gofpel more^ ' 

And ne'er forget tl\y Word*, ' 
i Whei\I hajvefdt its quickVihgPowV 
I To draw me near the LoR-D^t- '"' 
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PART XVII. Metre ii. 

1 BLEST be thy Name, eternal Lord ! 
O write within my Mind thy Word ; 
Let me, inftruftea in thy Way, 

The Wonders of thy Grace furvey. 

2 What Streams of pureft Knowledge yield 
Thy Words in full Difplay reveal'd ! 

By thefe the Souls, untaught before. 
To Heights of heav'nly Science foar. 

3 With facred Thirft my Bofom burn'd. 
To Thee my op'ning Mouth I turn'd. 
And from thy Precept wife and true 
Its life-imparting Spirit drew. 

4 How had I perifli'd, ^nidft my Woes, 
But that within my Bofom rofe 

The Joys which thy Inftruftions yield. 

And each invading Grief difpell'd ! ^ 

5 O let my Soul, to Life reftor'd. 
Thy Love in lafting Hymns record ; 
While o'er riiy Head its Beams (hall fhine. 
And make thy great Salvation^ mine. 

PARr XVIIL 

1 M 1^ Heart's beft Portion, Lord, art Thou, 
To Thee my Thoughts Obedience vow i 
Thy faitliful Hand each Woe I feel 
Inflifts, and wound| jme but to heal. 

2 Low in the Duft my Soul is laid, 

O reach me, Lord, thy promis'd Aid; 
Let thy good Sp 1 R i T .to my Heart ^ 
His life-fuftaining I*ow'r impart. 
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3 Behold me abfent from my Home, 
Through Life's wild Maze a Pilgrim roam 
Friend of the Helplefs ! near me ftan<l. 
And fave me from th' Oppreflbr's Hand. 

4 Ere yet the Dawn has ftreak'd the Sky, 
God of my Strength, to Thee I cry ; 
Let thy Compaffion, while 1 pray, 
My Night illumine, guide my Day. 

5 Thy Counfels on my Thought iinprefl-. 
Shall footh to Peace my troubled Breaft ; 
Thefe, Lord, PU keep, and fix'd, decree 
To fhun each Path that leads from 1 hee. 



PART XIX. 

1 S A F E on thy Word my Truft I build 

Thou my Refuge and my Shijeld : 
My Hope (nor fhall that Hope be vam) 
Thy facred Promifes fuftain. 

a Thefe, my beft Wealth, my trcafur'd Store, 

1 keep, and view th€m o'er and o'er : 
Thefe Heaven-ward lift my thoughtful Soul, 
When Night's dark Shades inveft the Pole, 

3 My. Hauds on thy Commands ftiall wait. 
On thy pure Words PU meditate, 
Whica fweeter on my Palate dwell 
Than Honey dropping from its CelU 

4 Long as within this Houfe of Clay 
My State of Pilgrimage I ftay, 

takTby Statutes are my JScng ; — thy Name 
^akes in my Breaft the holy Flame. 
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O turn from'Vanity mine Eye, 
To me thy quick'ning Strength fupply ; 
Redeem from Error's Growth my Mind, 
Nor leave one baleful Root behind. 
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1 FATHER, I blefs thy gentle Hand ; 
How kind was thy chaftifing Rod 
That forc'd my Confcience to a Stand, 
And brought my wand'ring Soul to God ! 

2 Foolifli and vain I went aftray 

Ere I had felt thy Scourges, Lord, 
I left my Guide, and loft my Way; 
But now 1 love and keep thy Word. 

3 'Tis good for me to wear the Yoke, 
For Pride is apt to rife and fwell ; 

'Tis good to bear my Father's Stroke, 
That 1 might learn his .Statutes well. 

4 The Law that iffues from thy Mouth 
Shall raife my cheerful Paflions more 
Than all the Treafures of the South^ 
Or Weftern Hills of golden Ore. 

5 Thy Hands have made my mortal Frame, 
Thy Spirit form'd my ijoul within; 
Teach m^o know thy wondrous Name, 
And guard me fafe from Death and Sin. 

6 Then All that love and fear the Lord ^ 
At my Salvation ftiall rejoice ; 

For I have hoped in thy Word, 

And made thy Grace my only Choice. 
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' P J RT XXI. 

1 GREAT God of Confolation ! fee 
' What bitter Cares my Soul poflefs ; 

In gracious Pity fet me free. 
And ev'ry rifing Grief fupprefs. 

2 My Soul for thy Salvation faints ; 
A dim SufFufion veils my Eyes ; 

When wilt Thou anfwer my Complaints, 
Abfolve my Guilt and bid me rife ? 

3 Yet, ht me not repining ftand. 
Thy Purpofe fanftifies thy Rod ; 
The gentle Scourges of thy Hand 
Still bring me nearer to my GoiXi 

4 This proves my Comfort in DiftreCs, 
When Joy declines and Friendfliip low'rs. 
The Pleafures of thy Word increafe^ 
And quicken all my mental Pow'rs. 

5 What lefs could mitigate my Grief, 
Internal Hope or Joy fupply ? 
Depriv'd of that divine Relief, 
Hope difappears and Comforts die. 

6 Thy Difpenfations I revere, 

And ev'ry anxious Thought compofe ; 

Aflur'd the Difcipline 1 bear > . 
From thy paternal Goodnefs flows, 

7 Ere I had known Affliftion's School : 
My treach'rous Feet were led allray ; 

L But there. JVe learn'd a facred. Rule ; . . . 
I Thy Word's a Clue to guide my Way. 
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PSALM CXX. 

,1. 

1 npO God IcryM, wk^ Axiguiih ftung, 

1 Nor form'd a fruitfefs Pray'r, — 
*' O fave me from the lying Tongue, 
** And Lips that wouldinfnare !" 

2 Thou Child of Guilt, to Falfehood bred, 
Say, what fhall be thine End ? '^ < 
See keeneft Arrows o'er thy Head, 

And quenchlefs Coals, impend. 

3 Ah ! Woe is Me, to Mefechh Seat 
And Kedar\ Tents confin'd ; 
Perpetual InfuH d^omM to meet 
From Men of reftlefs Mind. 

4 When Offers mild of Peace I make. 
And friendlieft Terms prepare ; 

My Word3 their flumb'ring Rage awake. 
And v^va them for the War. i 

PSALM CX3^. : Metre i. 

1 T O ! from the Hills my Help defeends ; 
Jl-/ To them I lift mine Eyes : 

My Strength on Him aldne depends. 
Who form'd the Earth and Skies. 

2 He, ever watchful, ever nigh, 

Forbids thy Feet to Aide ; . * "1 

Nor Sleep nor Slumber feals the Eye* ' ^" ' i 
Of IfraeFs Guard and Guide. 

/ 11 'J '•-;-'?. 

3 He, at thy Hand, array'd.in might, .♦ •(J^-f 

His Shield fhall o'er thee fpxea4 :•'* • / ■: 
Nor Sun by Day, ncy: JMoon W l^igh^. - v- 
Shall hurt thy favour'd Head. 
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4 Safe fhalt thou go, and fafe return. 
While He thy Life defends ; 
Whofe Eyes thy evVv Step difcern, 
Whofe Mercy never ends. 



PSALM CXXL Metre ii. 

1 T T P to the Hills T lift mine Eyes, 

kJ Th' eternal Hill« beyond the Skies; 
Thence all her Help my Soul derives ; 
There my Almighty Refuge lives. 

2 He lives, the everlafting God, 

That built the World, that fpread the Flood; 
The Heav'ns with all their Hoft He made. 
And the dark Regions of the Dead. 

3 He guides our Feet, He guards our Way ; 
His Morning-Smiles blefs all the Day : 
He fpreads the Ev'ning-Veil, and keeps 
The filent Hours while Ifrael fleeps. 

4 Ifraelj a Name divinely bleft. 
May rife fecure, fecurely reft; 

Thy holy Guardian*s wakeful Eyes 
Admit no Slumber nor Surprife. 

5 No Sun fhall fmite thy Head by Day, 
Nor the pale Moon with fickly Ray 
Shall blaft thy Couch ; no baleful Star 
Dart his malignant Fire fo far. 

6 Should Earth and Hell wnth Malice burn. 
Still thou fhalt go, and flill return^ 

Safe in the Lord ; his heavenly Care 
Defends thy Life from ev'ry Snare. 
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PSALM CXXL Metre iii. 

I T TP W A R D I lift mine Eyes ; 
\J From God is all my Aid j 
The God that built the Skies, 
And Earth and Nature made : 
God is the Tow'r 
To which I fly : 
His Grace is nigh 
In ev'ry Hour. 

a My Feet fhall never Aide, 
Or fall in fatal Snares, 
Since God, my Guard and Guide, 
Defends me from my Fears. 

Thofe wakeful Eyes 

That never fleep, 

Shall Ifrael keep, 

When Dangers rife, 

3 No burning Heats by Day, 
Nor Blafts of Evening- Air 
Shall take my Health away, 
If God be with me there : 

Thou art my Sun, 
And Thou my Shade, 
To guard my Head 
By Night or Noon. 

4 Haft Thou not giv'n thy Word 
To fave my Soul from Death ? 
And I can truft my Loi^d 

To keep my mortal Breath : 
i'll go and come. 
Nor fear to die, 
Till from on high 
Thou call me Home. 
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PSALM CXXIL Metrt f. 
K TT O W did my Heart rejoice tQ h^ar ^. 
Jl± My Friends devoutly fay, 1 I 

** In Zion let us all appear, ' ^ 

" And keep the folemn t)ay ?" . / , 

2 I love her Gates, I love the Road | 
The Church adorn'd with* Gra^e ^ 
Stands like a Palace built for Gogo :^ 
To fhew his milder Face* s '■ . n ; 

S Up to her Courts with Joy$ ^hkitown I /li 
The holy Tribes repair; [■..■ t« 

The Son or I>tft;/V holds h}s;Throne, 
And fits in Judgment there. . i < ; 

4 He hears our Praifes nnd 'Complaints, , 

And while his av^ful'Voice ^; ;, ;^.. 
Divides the Sinners from tihe Saints^ ',' 
We tremble and rejoice. 

5 Peace be within this facred Place, 

And Jpy a conftant Gueft ! 
With holy Gifts" and heav'nly Grace 
Be her Attendants bleft 1 

^ My Soul fhall pray for Zion ftill. 
While Life or Breath remains ; 
There my beft Friends, my Kindred dwell. 
There God my Saviour reigns. 

PSALM CXXII. Metre ii^ 

I TT O W pleas'd and bleft was I" 

fx To hear the People cry, 
*^ Come, let us feek our GoD To-day :" 

Yes, with a cheerful Zeal, 

M^e hafte to Z/Ws Hill, 
L And there our Vows and Honours pay. 
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2 Zlotty thrice happy Pl^e ! \ , . , i 
Adorn'd with wondrojus Grace, 

And Walls* of Strength' embrace thee round ! 

In thee our Tribes appear . . . . ^ • • 

Tf^b pray, aijd praife, and hear 
The facred Gofpel's joyful Sound. 

3 There Davidh greater Son r 
Hath fix'd his lioyal Thrpne, j 

He ^ts for Grace and Judgment there.; , , ^ 

He bids th^ ^aitit ibe. glad, . 

He makes the Sinner £a<d, , 

And humble Souls rejoice with Fear. 

4 May Pe^e attend thy Gate, 
And Toy within thee wait 

To bleli the Soul of every Gueftj . i ^ ■ > ^i 
Thp Mih lliatTeekfr>thT< Peaoe^ h 1 i ,n A 
And wifhes thijie< hictt^ii ^ . . H 

A Thoufand Bleffings on bim reft. 

5 My Tongue repbats her- Vows j " ' 
<« Peace to this facred Houfe !'' ' ^ 

For thete my Friends and Kindred' dwell J '}* 
And fince my gloribus God ' ' 

Makes thee his bleft Abode, ' ■ • ' 

My Soul fliall ever loy^thee well. 

PSALM CXXII. Metre iii^' ) 

1 'T^ HE joyful Morn, my God, is come, 
X Which calls me to thy honoured Dome^ 
Thy rPrefence to adore : 
My Feet the Summons fhall attend, 
With willing Step thy Courts, afcend^ - 
And tread the hallow'd Flpori . / 
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2 Hither from JudaVs utmoft End 
The Heaven-protefted Tribes afcend ; 

Their OfFrings hither bring : 
Here, eager to attell their Joy, 
In Hymns of Praifc their Tongues employi 

And hail ih' immortal King. 

3 Be Peace implor'd by Each on Thee, 
O Siofiy while with bended Knee 

To JacoV^ God we pray r 
How bleft, who calls himfelf thy Friend ? 
^uccefs his Labour *(hall attend. 

And Safety guard his Way. 

4 O may'ft-Thou, free from hoftile Fear,. 
Nor the loud Voice of Tumult bear. 

Nor War's wild Waftcs deplore : 
May Plenty nigh thee take her Stand, 
And in thy Courts, with lavifh Hand, 

Diftribute all her Store. 

5 Seat of my Friends and Brethren, Hail X 
How can my Tongue, O Sioriy fail 

To blefs thy lov'd Abode ? 
How ceafe the Zeal that in me glows 
Thy Good to feek, whofe Walls inclofe 

The Manfions of my God ^ 

PSALM CXXIIL 

1 /^ THOU whofe Grace and Juftice neign, 
V>/ Enthron'd above the Skies, 

To Thee our Hearts would tell their Pain, 
To Thee we lift our Eyes. 

2 As Servants watch their Matter's Hand, 

And fear the angry Stroke ; 
Or Maids before their Miftrefs ftand, 
^i)d wait a peaceful Look \ 
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3 So for our Sins we juftly feel 

Thy Difcipline, O God, 
Yet wait the gracious Moment ftill. 
Till Thou remove thy Rod. 

4 Thofe that in Wealth and Pleafure live, 

Our daily Groans deride. 
And thy Delays of Mercy give 
Frelh Courage to their Pride. 

5 Our Foes infult us, but our Hope 

In thy Companion lies j 
This Thought {hall bear our Spirits up, 
- That God will not defpife. 
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1 TT AD not the Lord, may Ifrael {zj^ 

1 X Had not the Lord maintained our Side^ 
When Men, to make our Lives a Prey, 
Rofe like the Swelling of the Tide : 

2 The fwelling Tide had ftopt our Breath, 
So fiercely did the Waters roll. 

We had been fwallowM deep in Death ; 
Proud Waters had o'erwhelm'd our Soul. 

3 We leap for Joy, we fliout and fing. 
Who juft efcapM the fatal Stroke : 
So flies the Bird with cheerful Wing, 
When once the Fowler's Snare is broke. 

4 For ever bleffed be xkt Lord,, 

Who broke the Fowler's curfed Snare, 
Who fav'd us from the murd'ring Sword, 
And made our Lives and Souls his Care ! 
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5 Our Help is in Jehovah's Name, , \ 

Who form'd the Earth and built tl^e Skies, 
He that upholds that wondrous Frame, 
Guards liis own Church with watchful Eyes 

PSALM CXXV. Metre u ' 

1 T? I R M and unmov'd are they ' * ■ ' " 
JD That reft their Souls on GoD ; 

Firm as the Mount where David dwelt> 
Or where the Ark abode, 

2 As Mountains flood to guard 
The City's facreid Ground, 

So God and his Almighty Love 
Embrace his Saints around. 

3 What though the Father's Rod 
Drop a chaftifing Stroke, 

*yet, left it wound their Souls too deep. 
Its Fury Ihall be broke. 

4 Deal gently, Lord, with thofe 
Whole Faith and pious Fear, 

Whofe Hope and Love, and every Grace 
Proclaim their Hearts fincere. 

5 Nor ftiall the Tyrant's Rage 

Too long opprefs the Saint ; , ^ . 

The God of Ifrael will fupport 
His Children, left they faint. 

.6 But if our flavifti Fear 

Will choofe the Road to Hell, 
We muft expeft our Portion there, 
Where bolder Sinners dwell. 
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PSALM CXXV. Metre ui. , 

I TTNSHAKEN asthefacredHill, 
vJ And firm as Mountains be. 
Firm as a Rock the Soul fliall reft 
That leans, O Lord, on Thee, 

a Not Walls, nor Hills, could guard fo well 
Old SalenCs happy Ground ; 
As thofe eternal Arras of Love 
That ev'ry Saint furround. 

3 While Tyrants are a fmarting Scourge 

To drive them near to God, , 
Divine Compaffion doe$ allay 
The Fury of the Rod. 

4 Deal gently, Lord, with SouU fincere. 

And lead them fafely on 
To the bright Gates of Paradife^ 
Where Christ their Lord is gone. 

5 But if we trace thofe crooked Ways 

That the old Serpent drew. 
The Wrath that drove him firft to Hell 
Shall fmite his Follow'rs too. 

PSALM CXXVr.' Metre \. 

1 TX7 H E N Shn's God hep Son5 recalUd 

VV From long Captivity, . . 
It feeni'd at firft a pleafing Dream 
Of wh?it we wiih!d to fee. 

2 But foon in ^naccuftom*d Mirth 

We did our Voice employ, . • 

And fung our great Restorer's Praife, 
In thankful Hymns of Joy, 
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3 Our Heathen Foes repining flood. 
Yet were compell'd to own, 
That great and wondrous was the Work 
Our God for us had done. 

4. 'Twas great, fay they, 'twas wondrous great. 
Much more mould we confefs ; 
The Lord has done great Things, whereof 
We reap the glad Succefs. 

5 To us bring back the Remnant, Lord, 

Of IfraePs captive Bands, 
More welcome than refrefhing Showers 
To parch'd and thirfty Lands. 

6 That we, whofe Work eommenc'd in T^ars, 

May fee our Labours thrive. 

Till finifti'd with Succefs, to make 

Our drooping Hearts revive. 

^ Though he defponds that fows hi^ Grain, 
Yet doubtlefs he fhall come 
To bind his full-ear'd Sheaves, and bring 
The joyful Harveft home. 

PSALM CXXVI, Metre ii. 

I T X 7 HEN God reftor'd our captive State, 
• ^^ J^y w^^ ®^^ Song, and Grace our Theme 5 
The Grace beyond our Hopes fo great. 
That Joy appear'd a painted Dieam. 

a »The Scoffer owns thy Hand, and pays 
Unwilling Honours to thy Name ; 
While we with Pleafurc inout thy Praife, 
With cheerful Notes thy Love proclaim. 
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.5 \Vhen we review our difmal Fears, 
^ ' Twas liard to think they'd vanifh fo; 
With God we left our flowing 'I'ear*, 
He makes our Joys like Rivers flow, 

4 The Miin that in his furrow'd Field 
His fcatter'd See J, with Sadnels leaves, 
Will ftiout to fee the Harvefl: yield 
A welcome Load of joyful Sheaves. 



•I 



PSALM CXXVIL Metre u 

F God to huild the Houfe deny, 
The Builders work in vain ; 
And Towns, w^ithcut his wakeful Eye, 
An ufelefs Waich maintain. 



2 Why rife ye early, late take refl:, 
A:id cat riie Bread of Care ? 
The Balm of Sleep (his Gift confeft) 
His Children richly fhare, 

.3 Know too thy Sons, that round Thee fland, 
A Gift by Him prepar'd ; 
Nor Arrows in the Giant's Hand 
Can yield fo fure a Guard. 

4 Blefl: who his Quiver ftores with thefe : 
When hoflik Bands are near 
His Gate the Storm approaching fees. 
Yet fees without a Fear. 



•I 



PSALM CXXVIT. Metre iu 

F God fucceed not, all the Cod 
And Fains to build t. e Houfe are loft: 
If God the City will not keep. 
The watcliful Guards as well may fleep, 
M 
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2 What though you rife before the Sun, 
And work and toil when Day is don«, 
Careful and fparing eat your Bread, 
Tp fliun that Poverty you dread; 

3 'Tis all in vain, 'till Gop hath bleft ; 
He can make rich, yet give us Reft : 
Children and Friends are Bleffings too. 
If God our Sovereign make ihem fo. 

4 Happy the Man to whom He fends 
Obedient Children, faithful Friends : 
How fweet our daily Comforts prove. 
When they are feafon'd with his Love ! 



PSALM CXXVIIL 

1 f^ HAPPY Man, whofe Soul is fillM 
kJ With Zeal and rev'rent Awe ! 

His Lips to God their Honours yield, 
His Life adorns the Law. 

2 A careful Providence ftiall Hand 

And ever guard thy Head, 
Shall on the Labours of thy Hand 
. Its kindly BlefBngs fhed, 

3 Thy Wife fhall be a fruitful Vine ; 

Thy Children round thy Board, 
Each like a Plant of Honour fliine. 
And learn to fear the Lord. 

4 The Lord (hall thy beft Hopes fulfil 

For Months and Years to come ; 
The Lord who dwells on 2?/WsTiill 
Shall fend thee BklEngs home. 



PSALM CXXVIII. 143 

This is the Man whofe happy Eyes 

Shall fee his Houfe increafe; 
Shall fee the finking Church arife. 

Then leave the World in Peace, 



PSALM CXXIX, 

« T T P from my Youtli, mvLjIfrael fay,- 
kJ Have I been niirsM in Tears ; 
My Griefs were conftant as the Day, 
And tedious as the Years. 

a Up from my Youth I bore the Rage 
Of all the Sons of Strife ; 
Oft they aflTail'd my riper Age, 
But not deftroy'd my Life. 

3 Tlieir cruel Plough had torn my Fleih 

With Furrow-s long and deep, 
. Hourly they vex'd my Wounds afrefh, 
Nor let my Sorrows fleep. 

4 The Lo R D grew angry on his Throne, 

And with impartial Eye 
Meafi'r'd the Mifchiefs they had done. 
Then let his Arrows fly. 

5 Thus (hall the Men who hate the Saints 

Pe blafted from the Sky ; 
Their Calory fades, their Courage faints. 
And all their Projedls die. 

6 What though they flourish tall and feir, 

They have no Root beneath ; 
Their Growth ihall pferifh in Dcfpalr, 
And lie defpis'd in Death. 
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7 So Corn, that ..on the Houfe-top ftancU, 

No Hope of Halved gives ; 
The Renper ne'er fhall fill his Hands, 
Nor Binder fold. the Sheaves. 

8 It fprings and withers on tlic Place ; 

No Traveller heftows 
A Word of B1-. fling on the Grafs, 
Nor minds it .^s he g045S* 



PSALM CXXX- Metre L 



FROM Joweft Depths of Woe 
To God J fent my Cry, 
Lord, hear my fupplicating Voice, 



To God J fent ni'^ 
, hear my fupplic; 
Ax^d graciouUy reply. 



2 ShouWft Thou feverely judge, 
Who can the Trial hear ? 

But Xhou forgiv'ft, left we defpond, 
And quite renounce thy Feajr. 

3 My Soul with Patience waits 

For Thee the living LoJtD : • , 

My Hopes are on thy Proir.ife built. 
Thy never-failing Word. 

4 My longing Eyes look out 
For thy enliv'ning Ray ; 

More duly than the Morning- Watch, 
To fpy the dawning Day. 

5 Let Jfrael truft in God, 

No Jiounds his Mercy knows; 
The ple;Ucou.s Source and Spring, from whence 
i^icrasd Succour ftows* 



PSALM CXXX. «4S 

\Vliofe friendly Streams to us 
Supplies in Want convey ; 
A healing Spring, a Spring to cleanfc 
And walli our Guilt away. 



PSALM CXXX. Metre ii. 

I ^ U T of the Deeps of long Diftrefs, 
V^ The Borders of Defpair, 
I fent my Cries to feek thy Grace^ 
My Groans to move thine Ear* 

a Great God ! fhould thy feverer Eye, 
And thine impartial Hand, 
Mark and revenge Iniquity, 
No mortal Flefh could (land. 

5 But there are Pardons with my God 
For Crimes of high Degree ; 
Thy Son has bought them with his Blood, 
To draw us near to Thee. 

4 I wait for thy Salvation, Lord, 

With ftrong Defircs I wait ; 
My Soul, invited by thy Word, 

Stands watching at thy Gate. 

* 

5 Juft as the Guards that keep the Night 

Long for the Morning-Skies, 
Watch the firft Beams of breaking Light, 
And meet them with their Eyes : 

6 So waits my Soul to fee thy Grace ; 

And more intent than they. 
Meets the firft Openings of thy Face, 
And finds a brighter Day. 
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7 Then in the Lord let Tfrael truft^ 

Let Ifrail feeic his Face ; 
The Lord is good as well as juft. 
And plenteous in his Grace. 

8 There's full Redemption at his Throne 

For Sinners long enflav'd ; 
The great Redeemer is his Son, 
And Ifrael fhall be fav'd. . 



PSALM CXXX. Metre i 



ni. 



I Y^LUNG'Dina dark and dire Abyfs, 
JT Where Woes in dreadful C6nftuence roll^ 
I to the L6rd, in Groans- and Sighs, 
Sent up the Anguiih of my Soul. .^ 

% « OThou, th*AlI-pow'rfui, Good and True,. 
*< My R9CK, my Refuge, and my Rest, 
** Vouchfafe to hear my fervent Pray'rs, 
" And grant, O grant me my Requcft.**" 

3 Should'ft Thou thy Judgment-Seat afc^nd. 
And Men to thy Tribunal call. 

Not One of all their Race could ftand, 
But Vengeance muft o'erwhelm them AIL 

4 But, Lord, with Thee Forgivenefs reigns. 
Reigns with a wide, unbounded Sway, 
That Sinners may revere thy Name, 

And with Delight thy Laws obey. 

P A RT \l. 

5 W I T H Expeftaiion warm and ftrong 
My Spirit waits upon the Lord, . 
And in my Hours of dark Diftrefs 

I^Hope calls iti; Anchor on his Word, 
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6 As Centinels with longing Eyes 
Watch the firft Glimpfe of rifmg Day, 
So waits my Soul upon the Lord 

With outftretchM Wings to meet his Way. 

7 Let Ifrael on his God rely 

To crufh his Foes, and footh his Pains :- 
Mercy is his fupreme Delight, 
And in a- Thoufand Bleffings reigns. 

8 He that was IfraeV^ God of old. 
As IJraeW GoD will ftill be known 
To fave him from his Sins and Woes, 
And guide' and guard him as hi^ own. 

PSALM CXXXL Metre i. 

I' T S there Ambition in my Heart ? 
X Search, gracious God, and £ee :• 
Or do I a£t a bawchty Part Y 
Lord, I appeal to Thee, ' 

a> I charge my Thoughts, be humble ftill,/ 
And all my Carriage mild. 
Content, my Father, with tby Will,* 
And quiet as a ChiJd. 

2 The patient Soul,, the lowly Mind 

Shall have a large R e ward : 

Let Saints in Sorrow lierefignM, . 

And truft a faithful Lord* 



I 



P S AL M CXXXL Metre it- 

S there in me a lofty Heart ? 
Meek Saviour, Thou thy Grace impart^ » 



Let no vain Pomp attraft my View, 
Nor Honour's Prize my Thoughts purfue, 
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2 Create in me AfFeftions mild, 
And form me humble as the Child 
That meek and filent ftnks to Reft, 
Wean'd from the tender Parent's Breaft- 

3 O, kinder than that Parent, fee 
Thy Maker, IJhaeiy cherifli thee : 
To lareft Tiipes on Him depend, 
ThyGuiDE,thyGuARDiAN,andthyFRiEN'^, 

PSALM CXXXII. Metre i. 

I ARISE, O King of Grace, arifc, 
jr\ And enter to thy Reft ! 
Lo ! thy Church waits with longing Eyes^ 
Thus to be own'd and bleft. 

1 Enter with all thy glorious Train^ 
Thy Spirit and thy Word; 
All that the Ark did once contain^ 
Could no fuch Grace afford. 

3 Herej mighty God, accept our Vows^ 

Here let thy Praife be fpread ; 

•Blefs the Provifions of thy Houfe, 

And fill thy Poor with Bread. 

4 Here let the Son of David reign ; 

Let God's Anointed fliine ; 
Juftice and Truth his Court maintain^ 
With Love and Pow'r divine. 

5 Here let Him hold a lafting Throne, 

And as his Kingdom grows, 
Frefh Honours fliall adorn his Crown, 
And Shame coufouud Uv% t'oe^* 
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PSALM CXXXII. Metrfr ii. 

1 TOEHOLD us, Lord, with willing Feet, 
X3 'f he Manfion of thy Prefence greet. 
Each Heart inflaiird with grateful Zeal, 

And proftrate at thy Footllool kneel. 

2 Rife Ifraelh Father, God, and Friend ! 
Meas'd to thy Place of Reft afcend ; 
Thou and thine Ark, — tremendous Shrint 
Of iVlajefty and Pow'r divine ! 

3 While Righteoufnefs thy Priefts arrays, 
O let thy Saints thf ir thankful Lays 
Prolong; — and in their Saviour's Name 
His purchased Favours humbly claim. 

P J R T II. 

4 THE God of Jacob chofe the Hill 
Of Zir^yj for his ancient Reft ; 

And Z'lon is his Dwelling ftill, 

His Church is with his Prefence bleft. 

5 " Here will I fix my gracious Throne, 
** And re ga for ever, faith the Lord j 

" Here ftiall my PowV and Love he known, 
" And BlefTing's fliall attend my Word. 

6 ** Here will I meet the hungry Poor, 

" And fill their Souls with'living Ijread : 
*' Silvers tliat wait before ray Door, 
« With fweet Provifion Ihall be fed. 

7 ** Girded with Truth, and clothM with Grace, 
" My Priefts, my M i. afters fliall ihi^ei 

" Not Jaron in his coftly Drefs 
** Made an Appearance ifo divine, 
'' M 5 
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8 " The^aints, unable to contain 

" Their inward Joys, fhall fliout and fing ; 
** The Son of David here fhall reign, 
** And Z/c/i triumph in her King. 

9 " Jesus fliall fee a num'rous Seed 

•' Born here, t' uphold his glorious Name ; 

" His Crown fliall flourifti on his Head, 

•< While all his Foes are cloth'd with Shame.** 

PSALM CXXXIII. Metre i. 

IT O, what An entertaining Sight 
JL/ Are Biethren that agree, 
Brethren, whofe cheerful Hearts unite 

In Bands of Piety ! . - 

jt When Streams of Love from Christ the Spring 
Defcend to ev'ry Soul ; 
And heav'nly Peace, with balmy Wing, 
Shades and bedews the \A'hole : 

3 'Tis like the Oil divinely fweet 

On Aaron's rev' rend Head, 
The trickling Drops perfum'd his Ftet, 
• And'o'cr his Garments fpread. 

4 'Tis pleafant as the Morning-Dews 

That fall on S'tonh Hill, 
Where God his mildeft Glory fliews, 
And makes his Grace diftil. 

P S A L-M CXXXIII. Metr^ii. 

9 XT pW pleafant 'tis to fee ^ .. 

Xi Kindred aftd Friends agree. 
Each in his proper Station move.; 

And Each fulfil his Part 

With fympathiz'mg^HeaTt, 
^n all the Circs ot L:li ^^i LoNe\ 
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2 'Tis like the Ointment fhed 

On Aaron!s facred Head, 
Divinely rich, divinely fweet ; 

The Oil through all the Room 

i)ifFus'd a choice Perfume, 
Ran through his Robes, and bleft his Feet*. 

3.-, Like fruitful ShowVs of Rain 

That water all the Plain, 
Defcending from the neighb'rtng Hills ; 

Such Streams of Fleafure roll 

1 hr ;ugh every friendly Soul, 
Where Love like heavenly Dew <lifti!s. 

PSALM CXXXin. Metre iii. 

I ' T T O W bleft the Sight, the Joy how fweer, 
Xn When Brothers ioin'd with Brothers meet ' 

In Hands of mutual Love ! 
Lefs fwcet the liquid Fragrance, ftied 
Oa Aaron s confecrateJ Head, 

Ran trickling from above, 

'. And reachM his Beard, and rcach'd his Veft :— 
Lefs fweet the Dews on Hermon\ Breaft 

Or S/Ws Hill dcfcend : 
That Hill has God with BlefBngs crown'd. 
There promis'd Grace that knows no bound, 

And Life that knows no End. 

P S A' L M CXXXIir. Metre iv. 

I ^TTH AT Joy when Brethren dwell Qombiii'd.: 
VV In pious Unity of Mind ! 
'Tis like the facred L'nclion fiied 
On Aaron s venerable Mt^a«] : 
Wh?n bnrVi'd in rrn.:T.rTi. v, r;r,^"r- 
Hi: r:\'iei!^ Fe..id a .0 \'\' . •u.c. 



252 PSALM CXXXIV. 

a Like Dews which trickling from the Sky 
In pearly Globes on Ihrmon lie; 
Or balmy Vapours which diftil 
On AWs confecrated Hill : \ 

For there the Lord his Bkffin^ plac'd, 
Antl thefe with Life eternal grac'd. 

PSALM CXXXIV. Metre 

1 ^T'E that obey th' immortal King, 

1 Attend his holy Place; 
Bow to the Glories ot his Pow V, 
And blefs his wond'rous Giacc, 

2 Lift up your Hands by Morning-Light, 

And fend your Souls on high : 
Raife your admiring Thoughis by Night 
Above the flarry Sky. 

3 The God of Zlon cheers our Hearts, 

With Rays of quick'ning Grace ; 
The God that i'preads the Heav'iis abroad. 
And rules the fwelling Seas, 

PSALM CXXXIV, Metre ii. 



Y' 



''E Servants of th* eternal King, 
_ Your grateful. Hymns triumphant fing> 
While, gliding round the dufky Poky 
The ftarry Orbs in Silence roll. 

2 To you 1 call, the chofen Band, 
Who take amid his Courts your Stand ; 
Within his Temple's vaulted Frame, 
With lifted Hands, his Praiie proclaim. 

3 And He, may He, whofe Pow'r has made 
The Earth, and Heav'ns wide Arch difplay'd, 
From iacred Sion bid ihte pro^e 

ThQ BlciRngs of his bomvJ\eAs \.on^. 
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PSALM CXXXV. Metre i. 

I A W A K E, ye Sain«^s, to praife your KiNC> 
./iL^ Your Iweetcft Paffions raife ; 
Your pious Plcafure.s while you ling) 
Increafing with the Praife, 

a Great is the Lord ; and Works unknown 
Are his divine Employ ; 
Bur fill I his Sain s are near his Throne, 
His Treafure and his Joy. 

3 Iloaven, Earth, and Sea, confcfs his Hand; 

Vie bids the Vapours rife ; 
Lightning and Storm at his Command 
Sweep through the founding Skies. 

4 All Pow'r that Gods or Kings have claim'dj 

Is found with Him alone : 
But Heathen Gods fliould ne'er be nam'd 
Where our Jehovah's known. 

5 Which of the Stocks or Stones they truft 

Can give thcni Shovv'rs of Rain ? 
In vain they worfhip g'itt'ring Dull, 
And pray to Gold in vain. 

6 O Britain^ know the living. God, 

Serve Him with Faith and Fear} 

He makes thy Churches his Abode, 

And claims thine Honours there. 

PSALM CXXXV. Metre ii. 

1 TJ R A I S E ye the Lord, e^alt his Nam^, 
X While in his holy Courts ye waitj 
Ye Saints, that to his Houfe belong. 
Or ftand atceaJing at his Gate, 
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5 The yews He freevl from PharaoFs Hand, 
/\nd l>rought them to the promis'd Laud : 
fVoncUrs of Grace to God helongy 

Repeat his Afercics in your Song. 

6 He faw the Gentiles dead in Sin, * 
AnH tV'^t his Pity work within : 

J^is Afercies ever JJhiU endure^ 

HOjen Death and Sin fhall reign no more. 

f He fcnt liis Son wi»h Pow'r to fave 

From Guilt and Darknels, and the Grave : 
Wonders cf Grace to GoD belongs 
Repeat his Mercies in your Song. 

8 1 lirough this vain Worl! he guides our Feet, 
And Icids us to his heav'nly Seat : 
H/s Afercics evtr Jhail endure^ 
When tiiis vain \Vor.d fhall be yio more. 

PSALM CXXXVL Metre iii 

I /^ 1 V E Tl anks to God Moft High 
vJ Th' univerfal Lord ; 
Tiic f:)vVeign King of Kings, 
And be his Grace adorM. 

His Poivr and Grace 

Are Jlill the fame ; 

And let his Name 

Have cndlefs Praife. 

% How mighty is his Hand ! 
What VV onders hath He done I 
He form'd tl^e E.r th and Seas, ^ 

And rpread the Heav'ns alone. 

Thy Mercy ^ Lord, 
Shall Jiill endure ; 

IAnd ever fure 
Mides thy Word. 
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J His Wifdom form'd the Sun, 
To crown the Day with Light ;. 
The Moon and twinkling Stars,. 
To cheer the darkfome Night. 
His Po'u/r and Grace 
• j^re Jlill the fame j 
And let his Kame 
Have endlefs Praife. 

4 He faw the Nations lie- 
All perifhing in vSin, 
And pity'd the fad State 
The ruin'd World was in* 

Thy Mercy y LqRD, 
Shall Jii II endure I 
jfnd ever Jure 
Abides thy Word. 

5 He fent his only Son 

To fave us from our Woe % * 

From Satan, Sin and Death, 
And ev'ry hurtful' Foe, 

His P&w^r and Grace 

Are Jlill the fame ; 
And, let his Name 
Have endlefs Praife. 

6 Give Thanks aloud to God, 
To God the heav'nJy King ; 
And let tlie fpacious Earth 
His Works and Glories fwg. 

Thy Mercy ^ Lord, 
'Shall Jl I II endure; 
And ever fire 
Abides thy fVord. 
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i XT7HEN we, our weary'd Limbs to reft, 
VV Sat down by proud Euphrates^ Stream,i 
We wept with doleful Thoughts oppreft. 
And Sion was our mournful Theme. 

a Our Harps, that when with Joy we fungj. 
Were wont their tuneful Part to bear. 
With filent Strings neglefted hung 
On Willow Trees that wither*d there^ 

3 Meanwhile our Foes, who all confpir'd- 
To triumph in our flayilh Wrongs, 
Mufick and Mirth of \js required, 

** Come, fing us one of Sion's Songs,*' 

4 How fhall we tune our Voice to fing ? 
Or touch our Harps with ikilful Hands ?- 
Shall Hymns of Joy to God our King 
Be fung By Slaves in foreign Lands ? 

5 O S alertly bur once happy Seat ; 
When I of thee forgetful prove, 
Let then my trembling Hand forget 
The fpeaking Strings with Art to move;, 

6 If I to mention thee forbear, 
Eternal Silence feize my Tongue : . 
Or if I fing one cheerful Air 
Till thy Deliv'rance is my Sor^g*. 

PSALM-: eXXXVllL. Metre i. 

I \^7l'I'H^ "^y whole Heart, my God and 
w V rLiNG, 

Thy Praile 1 will proclaim ? 
Before the Gods vv ith Joy I'll fing, ^ 
And blefs thy L,oly Name, , 
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2 ni vvorfliip at thy facred Seat^ 

And with thy Love iiifpir'd. 
The Praifes of thy Truth repeat. 
O'er all thy Works admir'd* 

3 Thou gracioufly inclin'dft thine Ear,. 

When I to Thee did cry ; 
And when my Soul was prefs*d with Fear^ 
Didft inward Strength fupply. 

4 For God, although enthroned on high^ 

Does thence the Poor refpeft : 
Tlie Proud far oflF^ his fcornful Eye 
Beholds with juft Neglc£t. 

5 Though I with Troubles am opprefs'd^. 

He fhaU my Foes difarm, 
Relieve my Soul, when moft diftrefa'd^ 
And keep me fafe from Harm. 

6 The LoB-D, whofe Mercies ever laft. 

Shall fix my happy State; 
And mindful of his ravpurs part, 
Shall his owa'Work compleat. 

PSALM CXXXVIII. Metre ii. 

1 TTyTlTH all myPow'rs of Heart andTongqe 

VV rU praife my Maker in my Song : 
Angels (hall hear the Notes I raife. 
Approve the Song, and join the Praife. 

2 Angels that make thy Church their Care 
Shall witiufs my Devotions there, 
While holy Zeal di reels my Eyes 

To thy fail Temple in the Skies.. 
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3 I'll fing thy Truth and Mercy, Lord,. 
I'll finir the Wonders of thy Word ; 
Not all thy Works and Names )^elow 
So nmch thy Pow'r and Glory fhow. 

4 To God I cry'd when Troubles rofe 5 
He heard me, and fuhdu'd my Foes : 
He did my rifing Fears control, 

And Strength diffus'd through all my Soul, 

5 The God of Heav'n maintains his State, 
Frowns on the Proud, and fcorns the Great^ 
But from liis Thron^^ defcends to fee 

The Sons of humble Poverty, 

6 Amidft a Thoufand Snares I ftand 
Upheld and guarded by thy Hand ; 
Thy Words my fainting ISoul Fcvive, 
Ana keep my dying Faith alive. 

7 Grace will compleat what Grace begins, 
To fa ve from Sorrows, or from Sins : 
The Work that Wifdom undertakes 
Eternal Mercy ne'er forfakes. 

PSALM CXXXIX. Metre i. 

1 T N all my vaft Concerns with Thee, 
X In vain my Soul would try 

To fliun thy Prefence, Lord, or flee 
The Notice of thine Eye. 

2 Thy all-furrounding Siglit furveys 

My Rifing and my Red ; 
My public VValks, my private Ways,. 
And Secrets of my Breaih 
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3 My Thoughts lie open to the Lord 

Hef jre they're form'd within ; 
And ere my Lips pronounce the Word, 
He knows tlie Senfe 1 mean. 

4 O wondrous Knowledge, deep and high! 

Where can a Creature hide ? 
Within thy circling A-rms 1 lie, 
Belet gon ev'ry Side. 

5 So let thy Grace furround me flrill, 

And like a Kuhvark prove. 
To guard my Soul from evVy 111, 
Secur'd by fov'reign Love. 

PJRTIL 

«6 LORD, wTiere {hall guilty Souls retire, 
Forgotten and unknown 9 
In Hell, they meet thy d>eadful Fire, 
In Heav'n thy glorious Throne. 

7 Should I fupprefs my vital Breath, 

To 'fcape the Wrath clivme; 
Thy Voice would break the Bars of Death, 
And make the Grave rcfign. 

8 If, wing'd with Bearfis of Morning-Light, 

I fly beyond the /Fe/l ; 
Thy Han , which muft fnnport my Flight, 
Wou'd Ibon betray my Rell. 

^ If o'er my Sins 1 think to draw 
The ( urtains ^ f the Night ; 
Thofe flaming Eyes, tl^at guard thy Law^ 
Would turn the Shades to Light. 
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PART iir. 

SCOULDIfo f;iHe, To faithlefs prove 
To quit thy Service and thy I.cve, 
Where, Lord, could I thy Preleiice fliun. 
Or from thy dreadful" Glory niu ? 

6 If up to Heav'n I take my Flighty 

'Tis there Thou dwcll'-ft, eiithvon'd in Light 
Or dive to He!!, there A^engeance reigns, 
And Siitan groans beneath thy Chains. 

y If mounted on a Morning-Ray, 
I fly beyond the lVeJ}crn Sea, 
Thy fwifter Han<l would firfl arrive, 
And there arreil thy Fugitive, 

S Or fliould I try to fliun tliy Sight 

Bcnr-ath the fpreading Veil of Night, 
. One Glance of 1 hine, oive piercing Ray, 
Would kindle Darkneis into Day. 

5 The Veil of Night is no Difguife, 
No Screen from iliy ali-fearching Eyes ; 
Thy Hand can feize thy Foes as foon 
Through Midnight-Shades as blazing Noon* 
[O may thcjc T^h oughts pojpfs my Breaji^ 
IVhvre-c er I rcve^ ivherc-e\r 1 rejl I 
]^or let my Wtuk^r Fajfioris dure 
Conjent to Sin^ for God is tba-e,'] 

PART III. 

10 'TWA S from thy Hand, my God, I came j 

A Wiuk of fuch a curious I rame; 
In me thy fearful Wonders fhine, 
Aiid each proclaims thy Skill divine. 
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fl Thine Eyes did all my Limbs futvey,. 
Which yet in dark Confufion lay ; 
Thou faw'ft the daily Growth they took, 
FormM by the Model of thy Book. 

12 By Thee my growing Parts were nam'd. 
And what thy fqv'reign Counlels fram*d, 
(The breathing Lungs, the beating Heart) ■' 
Was copy'd with unerring Art. 

§3 At laft, to fliew my Maker's Name, , 
God ftair.p'd his Image on my Frame, 
And in Tome unknown Moment join'd- • " ! 

1 he finifti'd Members to the Mind, 

) 

J4 There the y^oung Seeds of Thought began, 
And all the Paflions of the Man : 
Great God, our Infant-Nature pays ' : 

Immortal Tribute to thy Praife. 



PART IV, 

15 LORD, fince in my advjanclng Age 
I've a£Ved on Life's bufy Stage, 

1 hy Thoughts of Love to me fm'mount ^ 
The Povv'r of Numbers to recount. 

16 I could furvey the Ocean o'er, 

And count each Sand that makes the^Shore/ 
Before my fwifteft Thoughts could tr«ce. 
The num'rous Wonders of thyjGrace. 

17 Thefe on my' Heart are ftill impreft, 
With thefe 1 give my Eyes to reft ; 
And at my waking Hour I find 

God and hi^ Love poflefs my Mind. ' " 

N 
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PART V. 

18 MY God, what inward Grief I feci. 
When impious Men tranfgrefs thy Will ! 
I mourn to hear their Lips profane, 
Take thy tremendous Name in vain, 

19 Does not my Soul deteft and hate 
The Sons of Mahce and Deceit ? 
Thofe that oppofe thy Laws and Thee, 
I count them Enemies to me, 

20 Lord, fearch my Soul, try evVy Thought j 
Though my own Heart accufe me not 

Of walking in a falfe Difguife, 
I beg the Trial of thine Eyes. 

21 Doth fecret Mifchief lurk within ? 
Do I indulge fome unknown Sin ? 
O turn my Feet, whene'er I ftray. 
And lead me in thy perfeft Way. 

PSALM CXL. 

1 "p R E S E R VE me, Lord, from crafty Foes 
X Of treach'rous Intent ; 

And from the Sons of Violence 
On open Mifchief bent. 

2 Their fland'ring Tongues the Serpent's Sting 

In Sharpnefs does exceed ; 
Between their Lips the Gapl of Afps, 
And Adder's Venom, breed. 

J But thus inviron'd with Diftrefs, 
" Thou art my God, 1 faid, 
k *^ Lord, hear my fupplicating Voice, 
\ « That calls to Thee for Aid. 
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4. " Permit not their unjuft Defigns 
*' To anfwer tlieir Defire ; 
*^ Left they, encourag'd by Succefs, 
" To bolder Crimes afpire,'* 

5 Though Slander's Breath may raife a StonUi 
- It quickly will decay : 
Their Rage does but the Torrent fwcll. 
That bears thefnfelves away. 

"6 God will aflert the poor Man's Caufc^ 
And fpeedy Succour give ; 
ITic Jufl fhall celebrate his Praife, 
And in his Prefence live. 



PSALM CXLI. 

t TV/TYGoD, accept my early Vows, 

JlVx Like Morning-Incenfe in thine Houfe^ 
And let my nightly VVorfliip rife 
Sweet as tne Evening-SaCrifice. 

a Watch o'er my Lips, and guard them, Lord^ 
From ev'ry raih and heedlefs Word ; 
Nor let my Feet incline to tread 
The guilty Paihs where Sinners lead. 

3 O may the Righteous, when I ftray, 
Smite and reprove my wand'ring Way ! 
Their gentle Words, like Ointment l}ied. 
Shall ncv&c Sruife, but cheer my Head. 

4 When I b^hpld. them preft with Grief, 
I'll cry to Heav'n for thfeir Relief; 
And by my warm Petitions prove, 
How mycji-t Jpriae feheir faithful Love» 
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PSALM CXLII. - Metre i. 

1 T^ O God I made my Sorrows known, 

X From God I fought Relief; . . 
In long Complaints before his Throne 
1 pour'd out all my Grief. 

2 My Soul was overwhelm'd with Woes, 

My Heart began to break ; . . 

My God, who all my Burdens knows. 
He knows the Way I take. 

3 On ev*ry Side I call mine Eye, 

And foand my Helpers gone ; : 
While Friends and Strangers pafs'd me tj 
Neglefted^ or unknown. 

4 Then did IraHe a louder Cry, 

And call'd thy Mercy near : 
*^ Thou art my Portion when I die, 
** Be Thou my Refuge here." 

5 Lord, I am brought exceeding low, 

Now let thine Ear attend, 
And make my Foes who vex me know, 
I've an Almighty Friend. 

iQ From my Cad Prifon fet me free, 
Then ftiall I praife thy Name ; 
And holy Men fliall join with ms 
Vhy KLindnefs to proclaim, 

PSALM CXLIL Metre ii. 

1 'TT^O God I raifc my humble Cry, 
1 To Him unfold my mournful Cafe ; 
Proftrate before his Throne I lie, 
k T' implore and fuppl^cate his Grace, 
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2 While, plung'd in Sorrow, I endure ^ 
Th' opprobrious Taunts of fcornful Pride, 

. How far my Sentiments are pure, 
Omnifcience, only, can decide* 

3 Around I caft my wilhful Eyes, 
Diftrefs'd, abandoned, and forlorn,- 
But, to my Grief and fad Surprize, 
Am anfwer^d with Contempt and Scdrni* 

4 No kindly Refuge or Retreat 

Invites my fainting. Soul to Reft ;^ ** 

No foft Humaoity j meet. 

No friendly Cpuftfoftp .m3ke me bleftr- 

5 Indulge, O GoD', my touder Cry ; 
Cherifh my Hope, and fpoth my Fear ; 
Thou art my fovVeign Blifs on nigh, ' ' 
Be Thou my Shiefd and Refuge here. 

"6 While I beneath Affliaioti bow,- 
To my pathetic Suit attend, 
And le^ my Perfecutors know,- 
Omnipotence is ftill my Friend. • 

7 Inlarge my Sphere, and fet me free 

From Prifon, Bondage, Guilt, and Shame ; 
Then {halt the Righteous join with me. 
Thy kind- Indulgence to proclaim. 



PSALM CXLiri. Metre i.' 



'H 



EAR, gracious Loird, my ferveot Prayer, 
Indulge my humble Cry : 
Thy Truth and Righteonfnefs declare 
And fave me front on high. ' . 
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% Remit my Guilt, nor call me forth 
In Judgment to appear ; 
Since None of all the Tribes on Eartk 
Can in thy Sight be clean 

3 The Hand of unrelenting Pow'r 

My Happinefs invades, : 
As lyien that long have been no mprc^ 
I grovel in the Shades. 

4 Hence potent Grirfand^loom^y Cart- 

My inward Peacd deftroy :-• » ' «'■ 

Thp black Int!fHfidli^9 oPDeipaMr , > ' 
Cloud ev'i-y Glimpfe of Joy. - , .^ 

5 Yet from the Scenes of paft Diftrcijf- 

Some Comforts \ derive ;. 
The ancient Wonders of thy Grace 
My dying Hppq^ jcevivev r , ; 

6 To Thee I ftretcb oxy Kaods dbroady 

And raife jiiy ip^rrtal Eqw'es \ 
So thirfts the dry and^parched Clod 
For the refreshing Sliow^rs. 

7 Hear, O my Gob, be (juick tp fave;; 

My vital Strength dec^y-i t"^ • 
Thy Abfence finks me to the Grave, 
And withers out my Days. 

8 When balmy Sleep forfakes my Head^ 

Thy gracious Aid impart;, 
DefcriJ)e the Path t. ought; to tread,. 
A /iff fix it in mj He^jXv . 
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PJRTll. 

9 T O Thee my languid Soul afpires. 
When threatening Foes engage ; 
Vouchfafe to fecond my Defires, 
And difconcert their Rage. 

JO Teach me to execute thy Will, 
My only fov'reign Guide ; 
And bear me to thy facred Hill, 
Where endlefs Joys reiide. 

tl Quicken, O God ! and make me wbole^ 
Extinguiih all Defpairi 
Inlarge and extricate my Soul, 
And diffipate^ my Care. 

12 Then, while thy Goodnefs fhall prolong 
The Meafure of my Days, 
My grateful Soul ftiall prompt my Tongue 
To celebrate thy Praife. 

PSALM CXLIII. Metre ii. 

I \^Y righteous Judge, my gracious God, 
iVX Hear when I fpread my Hands abroad^ 
And cry for Succour from thy Throne; 
O make thy Truth and Mercy known ! 

a Let Judgment not againft me pafs ; 
Behold tliy Servant pleads thy Grace : 
Should Juftice call us to thy Bar, 
No Man alive is guiltlefs there. 

3. Look down in Pity, Lord, and fee- 
The mighty Woes that burden me : 
Down to the Duft my Life is brought. 
Like one long bury'd and. forgot.. 
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4 I dwell in Darknefs and unfeen.; 
My H*art is dcfolatc within : 

My Thoughts in mufing Silence trace 
The ancient Wonders of thy Grace* 

5 Thence I derive a Glimpfe of Hope, 
To bear my finking Spirits up; 

I ftrctch my Hands to Ctod again, 
And thirft like parched Lands for Rainv 

6 In Thee I truft, to Thee I figh. 
And. lift my heavy Soul on high ; 
Pot Thee fit waiting all the Day, 
And wear the tirefome Hours away. 

7 Break off my Fetters, Lord, and (hovr 
Which is the Path my Feet (hould go ; 
If Snares and Foes befct the Road, 
Lflee to liiJe me near my God, 

8 Teach me to do thy holy Will, 
And lead me to thy heav'nly Hill ; 
Let the good Spirit of thy Love 

.Conduft me to thy Courts above. 

g* Then /hall my Soul no more complain ^ 
The Tempter then ftiall rage in vain 5 
And" Flefh, that was my Foe before. 
Shall never vex my Spirit more. 

PSALM CXLIV. 

I Tr> O R ever bleifed be the Lord, 
Jl My Saviour and my Shield; 
He fends his Spirit with his Word> 
To arm me for live t'id4% 
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7. V/ hen Sin and Hell their Force unit«», ■ 
He makes my Soul liis Care> 
Inflrufts me to the heav'nly Fight, 
Antl guards me through the War, 

3 A Friend and Helper fo divine, 

Does n^y weak Couragerraife; 
He makes the glorious Yift'ry mins, 
And His ftiall be the Praife, 

PJRTll. 

4 LORD, what is Man, poor feeble Man^ 

Born of- the Earth at firft ? 
His Life a Shadow, light and vain, 
Still hatting to the Duft, 

5 O what is feeble, dying Man, 

Or any of his Race, 
That God fhould make it his Concern' 5 

To vifit him with Grace ^ 

6 That God who darts his Lightnings down| 

Who fhakes the Worlds above, 
And Mountains tremble at his Frown ; 
How wondrous is his Love ! 

PJRT IIL 

7 HAPPY the City, where their Sons 
Like Pillars round a Palace fet. 

And Daughters, bright as polifhM Stones^ 
Give Strength and Beauty to- the State. 

8 Happy the Country, where the Sheep, 
Catt'e and Com have large Increafe j 
Where Men fecurely work or fleep, :. 
Isor SoAs of Plunder break tb2.Peace» .. 

"NT ^ • ' 

" 5 
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14 The Lord fuppofts our tott'ring Days, 

And guides our gidJy Youth : 

Holy and Juft are all his Ways, 

And all his Words are Truth. 

15 He knows the Pain his Servants feel. 

He hears his Children cry. 
And their bcft Wifhes to fulfil 
His Grace is ever nigh. 

16 His Mercy never fliall remove 

From Men of Heart fmcere ; 
He faves the Souls, whofe humble Love 
Is join'd with holy Fear. 

17 My Lips fliall dwell upon his Praife, 

And fpread his Fame abroad : 
Let all the Sons o{ Adam raife 
l^he Honours of their God. 



PSALM CXLV. Metre ii. 

1 T\^ Y God, my^KiNc, thy various Praife 
J.VX Shall fill the Remnant of my Days ; 
Thy Grace employ my humble Toiigue 
Till Death and Glory raife the Song. 

2 The Wmgs of ev'ry Hour fliall bear 
Some thankful Tribute to thine Ear 5 
And every fetting Sun fliall fee 
Kew Works of Duty done for Thee. 

S Thy Truth and Juftice I'll proclaim ; 

Thy Bounty flows, an endlefs Stream ; 

Thy Mercy Iwift, thine Anger flow, 
k But dreadful to the ftubborn Foe. . . 
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4 Thy Works^ witli fov'reign GloYy fliine, 
And ipeak thy Majefty divine ; 

Let Britain round her Shores proclaim 
The Sound and Honoyr of thy Name. 

5 Let diftant Times and Nations raife 
The long Succeffion of thy P raife ; 
And unborn Ages make my Song 
The Joy and Labour of their Tongue. 

6 But who can fpeak thy wondrouS Deeds ? ' 
Thy Greatnefs all our Thoughts exceeds ; 
Vail: and unfearchable thy Ways, 

Vaft and immortal be thy Praife. 



PSALM CXLVL Metre 1. 

1 /^ P R A I S E the Lord, and thou, my Soul^ 
V-/ For ever blefs his Name ; 

His wondrous Love, while Life fhall laft, . 
My.conftant Praife fhall claim. 

2 On Kings, the greateft Sons of Men 

.Let none for Aid rely ; ^ 

They cannot fave in dang'rous Times, 
Nor timely Help apply. 

3 Depriv'd of Breath, to Duft they turn. 

And there neglefted lie ; 
And all their Thoughts and vain Defigns 
Together with them die. 

4 Then happy he, who yacoh^s God 

For his rroteftor takes ; 
\Vho ftill, with well-plac'd Hope, the LoKD 
HiS conftant Refuge makes. 
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His fteady Connfels change the F;;ce . 

Of the declining Year ; 
He bids the Sun cut fhort his Race, 

And wintry Days appear. 

3 His hoary Froft, his fleec^ Snow 

Defcend and clothe the Ground ; 
The liquid Streams forbear to flow. 

In icy Fetters bdlind : 
When from his dreadful Stores on high 

He pours the rattling Hail, 
The Wretch that dares his God defy 

Shall find his Courage fail. 

4 He fends his Word and melts the Snow^ 

The Fields no longer mourn ; 
He calls the warmer Gales to blow. 

And bids the Spring return : 
The changing Wind, the flying Cloud 

Obey his mighty Word ; 
With Songs and Honours founding loud 

Praife ye the fov'reign Lord. 

PSALM CXLVIL Metre ii. 

J T>R AISE ye the Lord :— 'Tis good to raift 
X Our Hearts and Voices in his Praife : 
His Ntiture and his Works invite 
To make this Duty our Delight. , 

2 The Lord builds up Jerufalem^ 
And gathers Nations to his Name : 
His Mercy melts the flubborn Souf, 
And makes the broken Spirit whole* 

2 He form'd the Stars, thofe heav'nly Flames ;■ 
He counts their Numbers, calls their Names; 
His Wifdom's vafl:, and knows no Bound, 
A De^p wliere all our Ti.oiig'Us are drcvN'n'd. 



PSALM CXLVII. 28J 

4 Great is our Lord, and great his Might, 
And all his Glories infinite : 
He crowns: the Meek, rewards the Juft^ 
. And treads the Wicked to the Duft^ 

PJRTIT. 

c SING to the Lord, exalt Him high 
' Who fpreads- his Clouds acound the Sky ;. 
There He prepares the fruitful Rain, 
Nor lets the Drops defcend in vain. 

6 He makes- the Grafs the Hills adorn, 
And clothes the fmiling Fields with Corn t 
The Beafts with Food his Hands fupply, 

And the young Ravens when they cry, , ^ 

7 What is the Creature's Skill or Force ^ 
The. fprightly Man, the warlike Horfe,, 
The nimble Wit, the aftive Limb ? 
All are too mean Delights for Him. 

8 But Saints are lovely in his Sight : 
He views his Children with Delight : 

He fees their Hope, He knows their Fear, 
And looks, and loves his Image there* 

PJ'RT IIL 

9 PR ATS E ye the Lord :— O bhfsful Theme, 
To fing^lie Honours of his Name ! 

'Tis Plerfure, 'tis divine Delight, 
And Praife is loyely in his Sight. 

10 He fpeaks ! and fwiftly from the Skies 
To fcarth the fovVeign Mandate flies 5 
Obfervant Nature hears his Word, 
And bows obedient ta her Lord ! 



282 PSALM CXLVII. 

II Now thick defcending Flakes of SnoTRr, 
O'er Earth, a fleecy Mantle throw ; 
Now glittering Froft, o*er all the Plains^ 
Extends its univerfal Chains. 

II At his fierce Storms of icy Hail 
The ihiv'ring PowVs of Nature fail ; 
Before his Cold, what Life can ftand, 
Unfhelter'd by his guardian Hand. 

13 He (peaks ! The Ice and Snow obey,: 
And Nature's Fetters melt away ; 
Now vernal Gales foft rifing blow, 
And murmuring Waters gently flow.. 

14 But nobler Works his Grace record^ 
To IfraePs Sons He fends his Word ; 
Ye favoured Tribes, your Voices raife^ 
And biefs your God in Songs of Fraife^. 

PSALM CXLVIIIv Metre i. 

1 "P RAISE ye the Lord, immortal Choir^ 
jT That fill the Realms above, 

Praife Hiin who form'd you of his Fire, 
And feed J you with his Love. 

2 Shine to his Praife, ye cryftal Skies, 

The Floor of his Abo<le ; 
Or veil in Shades your Thoufand Eyes, 
Before your brighter God. 

3 Tliou reftlefs Globe of golden Light,, 

VVliolc Beams create our Days, 
Join with tlie Silver-Qiieen of Nighty 
To own your borrow'd Rays%L 
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4 Winds, ye fliall bear his Name aloud 

• Through the ethereal Blue, 
For when his Chariot is a Cloud, 
He..qiakes his Wheels of you. 

5 Thunder and Hail, and Fires a^d Storms^. 

The Troops of his CoramancJ, 
Appear in all your dreadful Forms^ 
And fpeak his awful Hand, 

6 Shout to the Lord, ye furging Seas, 

In your eternal Roar ; 
Let Wave to Wave refound his Praifc,. 
And Shore reply to Shoje t '. 

7 While Moafters fporting on ihe Flood^ 

In fcaly Silver fiiine, 
Speak terribly their Mak^r-GfOD, 
And lafh the foaming Brine. 

8 But gentlejr Things fhall tune his Name 

To fofter Nojes than thefe, 
Young Zephyrs bi^eathing o'er the StreaiQi 
Or whifp'ring through the Trees. 

9 Wave your tall Heads, ye lofty Pines, 

Ta Him that bids you grow : 
Sweet Clufters bend the fruitful Vines 
On every thankful Bough. 

10 Let the flirill Birds his Honour raife, 

And climb the Moroing-Sky ; 
While groveling Beafts attempt his Praife 
In hoarfer Harmony. 

1 1 Thus while the meaner Creatures fing. 

Ye Mortals, take the Sound ; 
Echo the Glories of your King 
Through all the Nations rounds 
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P S. A L M CXLVIII. Metre ii- 

1 TJALLELUJAH! kneel and fing 
•^ -* Praifes to tne heav'nly King ; 
To the God fupremely great. 
Hululujah in the Height. 

2 Praife Him archangelic Band, 
Ye that in his Pre fence ftand j 
RaptiirM Spirits of his Train, 

All whom Heav'n's vaft Hofts contaiiu- 

g Praife Him Sun at each Extreme, 
Orient Streak and w eftern Beam, 
Moon and Stars of myflic Dance 
Silv'iing iathe blue Expanfe* 

4 Praife the*LoRD on Earth's Domains, 
And the Mutcj the Sea contains 5. 
Ye that on the Surface leap. 

And the Dragons of the Deep. 

5 Batt'ring Hail and Fires that glow. 
Steaming Vapours, plumy Snow, 
Wind and Storm (his Wrath incurred,) 
Wing'd and pointed at his Word. 

6 Mountains of enormous Scale, 
Ev'ry Hi'l, and ev'ry Vale, 
Fruit-1'i ttis of a T lioufand Dyes, 
Ccdurs that perfume the bkies. > 

7 Bcnils that haunt the Woodland-Maze, 
Nibbling Flocks anJ Droves that graze,. 
Rf:;>tilcs (jf amphibious Breed, 
Fca.liL'fd Millions foravd for Speed, 
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S Kings and Nations of the Earth ; 
Judges, all of princely Birtlx, 
Youchful Bands ?.nd Virgin Choir, 
Lifping Babe, and hoary Sire. 

^ Saints, exalted by his Arm, 

Chief, the heav'nly Theme fhould warm, 
All, in one great Chorus join ; 
Praife, O praife, the Name divine, 

PSALM CXLVIH. Metre iii. 

f ^%T E Tribes of ^clam join "^ 

JL With Heav*n and Earth and SeaS| 
And ofl?cr Notes divine 
To your Creator's Praife, 
.Ye holy Throng 
Of Angels bright. 
In Realms of Light 
' Begin the Song, 

a Thou Sun with dazzling Rays, 
And Moon that rules the Night, 
Shine to your Maker's Praife, 
With Stars of twinkling Light : 

His Pow'r declare, 

Ye Floods on high. 

And Clouds that fly 

In empty Air. 

3 The fhining Worlds above 
In glorious Order ftand. 
Or in fwift Courfes move 
By his fuprcme Command : 

He fpake the Word, 

And all th«ir Frame 

From Nothing came ^ 

To praife the Lord, ifl 
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2 The Lord takes PIcafure in the Juft^ 

Whom Sinners treat with Scorn: 
The Meek that lie derpis'd in Dull 

Salvation lliall adc^m. 
Saints fliould be joyful in their King 

E'en on .k dving Bod : 
And hke the ^oh\s in Glory fmg, 

ForOoD (hall raii'e the Dead. 

3 Then his high Praife fliall fill their Tongue, 

Their H raids jfhall wield the Sword j 
And Vengeance fhall attend their Songs, 

The Vengeance of the Lord. 
When Christ his Judgment-Seat afcends. 

And hid s the World appear. 
Thrones arc prepar'd for all his Friends 

Who humbly lov'd Him here. 

4 Then fliall they rule with Iron-Rod 

Nations that dar'd rebel : 
And join the Sentence of their God, 

On Tyrants doomed to Helh 
The Royal Sinners bound in Chains, 

New Triumphs fhall afford : 
Such Honour for the Saints remains : 

Praife ye, and Irve the Lord. 

PSALM CL. Metre i. 

1 TN God's own Houfe pronounce his Praife, 
X His Grace He there reveals ; 

To Heav'n your Joy and Wonder raife, 
For there his Glory dwells. 

2 Let all your facred P;.lfions move, 

While you rehearfe his Deeds ; 
J]ut the great Work of faving Love, ^ 
^^. Your hi^heft^Praiie exceeds. 
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3 All that have Motion, Life, and Bwathj 
Proclaim your Maker bleft ; 
Yet when ray Voice expires in Death, 
My Soul {hail praife Him befi. 



PSALM CL. Metre ii. 

PR AI S E the Lord, wlio reigns abov^ 
Yet will deign to dwell below | 
Praife the holy Gojo of Love, 
Thankful, ' all his Greatnefs fhew : ■ 

Praife Him for his noble Deeds, 
Praife Him for his matchlefs Pow'r; 
Him, from whom all Good proceeds^ 
All in H^av'n and Earth adore. 

PuWifti^-fpread to all trbund 
Great Jehovah's glorious Name; 
Let the 1 ru'ippst's jx^yful Sound 
Him the LoiR'o'of Hafts proclaim : 
Praife Him, evVy tuneful String, 
AIJ the <each of heavnly Art, 
AH the PovvVs of Mufic bring, 
Swccreft Mufic of the Hc^rt, 

Him in w^om t^ey move ahA Ii\«j 
Lc-t the Race of Crcatiiresi fiii;^, 
Glorv to their MA.KtR. give, 
Humbleft Homage to their King j 
HallowM be his Naiuc beneath, 
As in Heav'n, on E^irth ador'd, 
Praife tbe Loku inev'ry Breath ; 
CvVy Creature praife the Lqrp. 
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PSALM CL. Metre lii. 

1 r^ PRAISE the Lord :n that Weft ] 
\J From whence his Goodnefs largely f 
Praife Him in Hcav'n, where He his Face 
UnveiTd in perfefk Glory fliows. 

2 Praife Him for all the mighty Acfcs 
Which He in our Behalf has done; 

.Hi& KinUnefs this Return exa£ls» 
With which our Praife fhould equal run; 

3 Let all, who vital Breath enjoy, 
The Breath he does to them afford^ 
In juft Return of Praife employ ; 
Let ev'ry Creature praife the Lord. 

PSALM CL, Metre iv-; 

1 TJ OS AN N'A ! praife the Lord, and b 
XjL According t^ his Holinefe, . 

And let your i*raifes tcw'r; 
O blcfs Him in fublimcfl: Strains, f 

WIifHi in the Firmament He reigns 

Of his exalted Pow'r. 

2 Thif VvMks of his Al •. igbty Hand, 
Which on eternal Recor ■ {land, 

With ti.Kinkful H>mns review; 
Oi' his majcllic Glory dwell, 
Whc><c Kay- all Lxccilciice excel, 

And give the i^raifcs Oue. 

3 .Let all T'Mng? that have Life and Breatk 
In llcav'n above, in Lurth beneath, 

To C HRIST their 'I ribu e bring; : ' 

O praile H m ; for to Him belongs 
^he Breath which mot^ulates your Songs,—" 
^ Tbe tileurt infpic^d to ling. 
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Metre u 
I> ^^^ rVE' to the Father praife, 
Vj Give Glory to the Son, 
And to the Spirit of his Grace 
Be equal Honour done. 

Metre ii. 
% ^TpO Father,. Son, and Holy GuoaT, 
X The God vrhom we adore. 
Be Glory, as it was, i^now, 
And Inall be evermore. 

Metre iii. 

35. T3R AT S E God, from whom all Bleflings flow, 
JT Ptaife Him all Creatures here below, 
Praife Him above, ye heav'nly Hoft, 
Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghost» 

Metre iv. 

4 'TpO th' eterna:! Three begiv'n 

X Fraife on Earth, and Praife in Heav*«; 
Such as was through Ages paft. 
Is, and Ihall for ever laft. 

Metre v. 
^ "VTOW to the great and facrei Three, 
, l\l The Father, Son, and Spirit, be 
Etern;=l Praile and Glory giv'n. 
Thro' all the WorWs where God is known. 
By all the Angels near the Thn ne, 
And al the Sainti* in Earth and Heav'nr 



( 29* ). 

Metre vi. ., , 

6 'TpO Fattieti, Sox and Spirit UTeff^ 

X Be Praife in loudeft Notes addrefsM,- 
Such Prnife as from th' angelic Choirs, 
Atid Salrrs wlo.n Zi^al like theirs infpires. 
In Heav'n above, and Earth helow^ 
Siill flows, and fhail for ever flow, 

Me're vik 

7 ^TpO God the Father's Throne ' 

X .I'erpetual Honours raife; 
Glory to God the Son; 
To UoD the Spirit praife; j 

With all our Pow'rs, • V 

Eteina) King, 

1 hy Name we flng. 

While Faith adores. •::'. 
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